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Dzar Sing 
1 Know no man on earth, to whom I would 
wiſh to dedicate the following tragedy, ſooner 
than yourſelf ; you never paid it a compliment | 
in manuſcript that it did riot deſerve: 'on the 
contrary, you candidly corrected many irregulari- | 
ties which would have rendered it leſs conſpicu- 
It is now 


ous in the eyes of the judicious. 
ſubmitted to the preſs with my ſincereſt acknow- 
ledgment to my friends, and offered to you as a 
mark of the eſteem and affection which your 

good 
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good nature and cordiality have ever merited 

from me. 
3 have been told of one particular objection, 

which will undoubtedly obſtruct the ſucceſs of 
VALENTIA; that is, its bearing too near a 
ſimilitude to Rowz's Fair Penitent. Whoever. 
takes the trouble. to compare them together, will 
find but one circumſtance in the whole play the 
leaſt culpable with regard to plagiariſm: namely, 
* Lyſander's dropping the letter.” The enſuing 
ſcene is natural, and what every one muſt expect 
on the occaſion. - I looked upon the quarrel be- 
tween Horatio and Lothario, as no bar to the 
reſentment of Palante, or to the pride and inſo- 
lence of Lyſander. I did not imagine that the 
circumſtance of Caliſta's fate could claim a parti- 
cularity beyond example. And it is certainly an 
error in judgment to condemn the character of 
Valentia merely becauſe ſhe is guilty of the ſame 
imprudence that made another wretched, I 
© heartily wiſh I had not ſo many inſtances to ſup- 
port 


4 


port her. I am ſorry the world has known more 
 Lotharies than one, and that more than oe cala 
has been e | wo 


ak if Palentia gives the leaſt — in 
the cloſet, my utmoſt wiſh will be ſatisfied ; as it 
never made any attempt towards the theatre, 

nor was it wrote on the ſtrength of any ſuch proſ- 
pet. I hope too they will not look for that 
elegance, refined underſtanding, and exquiſite 
taſte in me, that ſhould adorn the productions of 
an experienced and well educated writer; when I 
inform them the extent of my erudition never 
ſurpaſſed the narrow limits of a few un, 
volumes. 


I ſhould, - dear Sir, look upon myſelf as 
the worſt of ingrates to conclude without paying a 


compliment to the friendſhip of my ever eſteemed 


and worthy A KR R—z, If this poor 


effort to fame ſhould live after I am no more, I 


am particularly pleaſed with the imagination of 
having fixed to a performance of mine, a name, 
that, next to your own, I would wiſh to transfer 


to poſterity. 
| I am, 
Dear Sir, 
Your "H&ionate 
And obliged, 
e 


Drax-SrRE ZT, . | 5 3 | N 
June 16th, 1772. THOMAS STEWART. 
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N HAT tender paſſion ſhou'd the bard invade, 
Who paints the feelings of an undone maid ? 
How fine muſt be the pencil that can ſhow 
The real colour of her inward woe © 
How muſt the agents of this mimic ſtage, 
Feel all her horrors to expreſs her rage? 
And muſt not you be mov'd to ſhed a tear, 
Maven ſuch à melancholy lale you hear? 
To night a muſe that never ſung before, 
Brings ſuch a ſtory from a diſtant ſhore. 
The rural ſweets that fam'd Arcadia yields, 
Her hills, groves, valleys, and romantic fields; 
Paſtora's promiſe, and Amynta's vow, | 
Have been the theme of many a ſong ere now. 
Our tard delights in higher ſtrain to fing; 
Ile fills, his Rows: with nobles and a king. 
An undone woman, deep oaths unperform'd, 
A royatbirth day and a virgin ftorm'd. 
And if ought fabulous appear in him, 
The clime's romantic, as the tale may ſeem. 
Oh! may no critic, ſplenetic and ſour, 
The firſt born of our Poet's brain devour ! 
WWhich like a tender habe he ventures forth, 
To bear its weight and live upon its worth. 
His hears too feels an incidental care, 
A parent's hopes joined to a parent's fear. 
Relieve him then, your kind indulgence give, 
Sound the loud plaudit that as child mey live. 
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DRAMAT IS PERSON. 


M E N. 


Ax cas us, King of Arcadia. 

PLAN TE, his Son, in love with Valentia. 

E * ON, a Nobleman of Arcadia, Father 
to Valentia. 

Pailas Tus, Father to Ephelia. 

LYSANDER, endeavours to ruin Epheita. | 

Ruffians. 


MN. 


val EN TII A, ruined by Lyſander. 
IAN TH E, her confidante. 


EPHELIA. 


SCENE ARCADIA. 


VALENTIA 


TRAGED Y. 


A--C:Þ-'L 


SCEN E a Heath with a Proſpett of Weds 
44 4 Diſtance. 4 


Enter VALENTIA and TANTHE. 


VALENTIA. 


8 OOTHE me no *, Tanthe ; ; grief like 
mine, 

Stubborn and fix'd, admits no interval 
Of joy.—This day that gave Arcadia more 
Than many ages has poſſeſt her of, 
A good, a virtuous and victorious lord: 
This is the birth-day of the fam'd Arcaſtus, 

And if my heart could know a moment's peace, 
It would be now; - now when the jolly train 


3 Lead 
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Leads up the dance, all emulous to pay 
Their gratitude to this illuſtrious day. 
I too am grateful, but my loaded breaſt 
Cannot unburden; and inur'd to ſuffer, 
Contented bears what weighs me down to earth. 
Jan. Still have I wander'd thro' the woods, 
and mark'd 
Thy ſteps wide o'er the dreary heath : oft to 
the hill | 
I've follow'd thee; and to the ſea-beat thoſe. 
Where Fladon empties in wild rage her ſtream, 
And drives the billows back into the ocean. 
Painful, I've ſeen thy troubled boſom heave ; 
Loſt in amaze, I've heard thy frantic cries 
Fearful, I've ſeen thee gaze upon the deep, 
And wonder'd at thy conſtancy of woe. 
Yet more I wonder, that I'm ſtranger yet 
To that vaſt ſource from whence your ſorrow 
ſprung. . | 
Val. Still, Aill | remain a a ſtranger to the SY 
Nor ſeek to know what would offend thy virtue, 
Hence, to the bleſt companions of thy youth, 
Whoſe minds are ſtrangers to the pangs of guilt. 
Follow no more a poor abandon'd wretch, 
But let me wander thro” the deſart wilds 
Alone, diſconſolate; to tell my tale 
Amidſt the ſavage,race. At midnight ſend 
Oriſons to the moon, and with the wolf : 
Hold converſe. And on ſome hard, flinty rock, 
Lay my poor head, and weep myſelf to reſt. 


Theſe, theſe are comforts ſuch as I ſhall know, 
For 
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For loſt is every other joy to me] 

Ian. Why will you in the bloom of life decay? 
Why waſte the precious hours in bitter anguiſh ? 
Why will you nouriſh in your youthful breaſt 
A ſecret grief, that nips the healthy roſe, 

And ſpreads the lilly on your fading cheek ? 
Why ſhall a friend that holds you dear at heart, 
A friend that feels for every pang you ſuffer, 
Be kept in doubt, in terrible ſuſpenſe ? 
I will not leave you, no Valentia !—fince 
From early youth together we have liv'd, 
Together let us die, if you have ſworn 
To be the wretch of never ceaſing ſorrow. 
Val. Generous maid ! yes, thou'rt my friend 
indeed ; | | N 
To thee I will unboſom all my ſoul, 
Make known the cauſe that waſtes my life away, 
And baniſhes all peace and quiet from me; 
Prepare then, Ianthe, for you'll hear a tale 
That elſe might ſhock too far thy gentle nature; 
Thou knoweſt —— oh ſhame to modeſty ! —— 
Lyſauder ? 
Ian. I've heard him call'd the ſubtle, gay Ly- 
Vander. | | 
Val. Oh! fatal hour to poor Valentia's peace, 
When firſt he ſaid he gaz'd with rapture on her, 
When ſhe drank deep the poiſon of his eyes, 
That ever ſince has work'd her on to madneſs. 
I lov'd, Tanthe ! — oh | my throbbing heart ! 
I fear I'm ſtill delirious in the charm | 
That haunts and hovers round me like my fate.-- 
B 2 To” Pardon 
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Pardon 1 my 8 — L have try'd in vain 

To chace the fond idea from my heart, 

So deep he has impreſt his image there, 

That death, and only death has power to van- 

quiſh, 

Ian. Away with theſe reflections — fil you 
may | 

Enjoy that peace you think is loſt for ever. 

Val. Oh ! never, never! — every joy is fled 
Far, far from me ! — thou know'ſt, Ianthe, 
When laſt th' imperious hoſtile king of Corinth 
Proclaim'd a war, and threat'ned to lay waſte 
Our fruitful valleys and delightful fields, 
Becauſe the ſpirit of our free-born youth 
Diſdain'd his ſervile offer of alliance, 

Which meant intirely to ſubvert our laws, 
To plant Corinthian manners in our ſtate, 
And own no other regal lord but he. 

Tan. Alas! too recent in my troubled breaſt, 
The ſcene of theſe diſtracting times remain 
] loſt an only brother in theſe wars, 

Who ever is remember'd with a tear. 

Jul. I mourn the hapleſs youth! — but oh 

my friend! 

Forgive me if a grief of greater weight 
Draws forth my filial tears |! —I loft, Janthe ! 
The tendereſt ſhe that ever bore a child! 
My fire tenacious of his country's honour, 
Among the firſt that flam'd with patriot zeal, 


Roſe in the glorious cauſe or our defence, 
Join'd 
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Join'd with the good Aca/ins all his power, 
And fought and conquer'd their inſidious foes ; 
But ah! how fatal prov'd the victory! 
While by his ſword his foes unnumber'd fell, 
The hand of death was buſy in his houſe, 
And ſwept away the darling of his ſoul, 
The beſt of mothers and the beſt of wives 
I now remaining the precarious beam, _ 
The only ray to brighten up his grief, | 
He heap'd on me more tenderneſs and love, 
Than ever child could merit from a parent ; 
And oh! with ſhame, with deep regret I own, 
His fond paternal care was thrown away, 
And loſt upon a poor unnatural wretch, 
That gave no heed to his preceptive councils : 
Sure ſome ill planet ruPd when I was born, 
That ever ſince with malice has purſu'd me 
I might been happy, but my ſtars deny'd me. 

lan, Still you evade to clear the myſtic cloud, 
That lowers with inauſpicious darkneſs o'er thee. 
Unravel then the ſecret of your breaſt, 
And let Tanthe ſhare thy preſent ſorrow. 

Val. The kind indulgence of a tender father, 
Who built his hopes upon an only child, 
And therefore gave no limits to her wiſhes, 
Suppoſing all within the bounds of virtue, 
Expos'd her to the ſubtle wiles of. men. 
Janthe, thou'rt no ſtranger to their ways, 
Thou oft haſt heard them praiſe the ſmall degree 
Of beauty, nature has been pleas'd to give me. 
Many have thrown their trophies at my fret, 

B 3 | And 
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And worſhip'd oft the ground on which I walk'd, 

How ſtrong the flattery of wicked men ? 

How weak, how eaſy the belief of women 

Among the reſt — oh name for ever curſt! 

The vile Lyſander ! born to be a villain! 

Born to torment me with eternal ſhame ! ! 

Come — join with me and curſe — curſe the whole 
ſex! — 

But chiefly curſe the ſtainer of my virtue ! 

The baſe deſtroyer of my fame and honour ! 

The fawning, flattering, perjur d, falſe Lyſander + / 


Tan. You rave. — 
Val I do indeed. I would not curſe him — 


Sure I did not curſe him! — Bleſſings on him 1— 


Curſe on thyſelf! thou poor deluded fool, 
That could not fee the ſnare ſo plain before thee. 
He did but what all men like him would do. 
Ton. I tremble ! — ſay, what has Lyſander done ? 
Val. He has undone me, Ianthe — my virtue! 


He has robb'd me, ruin'd me 1— charm'd me to 


my ruin! 
With ſpells, with magic work'd upon my ſenſes. 


 Lulwd me in love, and like a thief bereft 


Me of the only treaſure I poſſeſs d. 
I blame him not —*Tis I that am to blame. — 
I ſhouid have ſtabb'd him — torn him in pieces! 
I ſhould have rent my hair—deform'd my face, — 
Nay ev'n kill'd myſelf to bar his courſe | 

Jan. Alas, for pity ! ! —-— dard the impious 

wretch _ 

Purſue the ruin of fo fair a form? 
F l 33 12 2 „ 7 7 14 Pal. 
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Val. Iantle, yes. He follow'd me at eve 
With importuning looks, and ſofter words 
Than ever yet breath'd from a mortal voice. 
The ſpheres ſtood liſt'ning, and no breath of air 
Diſturb'd the melody that ſoothing fel! 
From his bewitching tongue. — His paſſion rais'd 
Beyond the common bounds, gave fire to mine. 
The jeſs'mine grove, where oft with thee I've 

talk'd 

Of innocence, of love, and maiden virtue ; 

And ſpent the lateſt hour of parting day 

In mourning ſuch as fell by their imprudence: 

'That beſt can tell the ſtory of my grief, 

For there I yielded all to falſe Ly/ander. 

But not without repeated proteſtations, 

[That when the ſun next morn had woke the day, 

The god of marriage ſhould unite our hands, 

As he already had made one our hearts, 

He ſwore, Janthe, with fell imprecations, 

Wiſh'd on his head eternal plagues might fall 

If he fell ſhort in any point of promiſe. | 

The morning came — Jantle, think you feel 

The torment that wild expectation brings, 

The pain, the apprehenſion ſuch a ſtate 

As mine, convey'd to my foreboding breaſt ? 

I waited — oh! how fell the bare remembrance ! 

J waited *till the middle hour of day, 

Mad with the thoughts of the preceding night. 

He never came. — I fled to Arcas' cell, 

The place appointed for our nuptial rites. 

Nor there I found him — oh the fell deſpair 
1 | That 
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That ſeiz'd my heart! — till towards the ev 'ning 
tide | 
I neꝰer ſet eyes upon him! — then our meeting 1 
Would we ne'er had met ! — my looks alone 
Declar'd the injury he had done my love. 5 
He frown'd — he dar'd to frown— he laok'd 
diſpleas'd. 
Diſpleas'd becauſe I told him of his vow. 
He would not ſpeak, and only with his eyes 
Told me his paſſion was already fated, 
That he had taſted all that love could give him, 
And after that our union muſt be ſtale. 
Ian. Fie on the perjur'd, the abandon'd villain! 
Val. I begg'd, I pray'd, I fell upon my knees, 
Intreated all an undone woman could; 
But all in vain. — Too proud of what he'd done, 
And monſtrous in diſdain : while at his feet, 
I ſu'd to be the bride he vow'd to make me, 
He flung away with fury in his looks, 
And left me loft and ſpeechleſs on the ground. 
Ian. Think no more on him Baniſn hence 
your grief — | 
Fly to Arcaſius; he will do you right; 
Aſſert your title, and make known your cauſe 
Juſtice alone is his—he will not fee 
The daughter of his friend Egeon wrong'd. | 
Valen. Ah me! Janthe | —knowſt thou not the 
king 
For ſervices experienc*d 1 in his youth 
From the departed father of Ly/ander, 
Holds ſtill the ſon in favour of his love? 
1 | | Ian. 
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hs And will not juſtice to a "PRE friend 
Cancel the obligations of the dead? 
Has not our gracious king experienc'd more 
Of Egeou's faith, than of Cleanthu's virtue? 
Doth he not know the feud that has ſo long 


Kept enmity alive between your houſes ? 


Has he not to reward thy father's deeds 
Proffer'd to thee his ſon in holy union? 
And will not his anticipated love 


For falſe Lyſander turn to hatred, 


When he perceives his ſacred purpoſe croſt; 
And diſſoluted by his ſecret guile ? 
| Valen. And doſt thou think that my proud 
ſwelling heart | 
Will humble to make known fo broad a ſhame ? 
Lan. Call it not ſhame — declare your in- 
nocence.— | 
Say he was violent and fore'd—fay any ching, 


Rather than feed his inſolence and ſcorn. 


Fl be thy advocate to good Arcaſins ; 
FI ſoothe thy father to forget thy fault; 
And if a maiden's eloquence can paint 


The colour of your wrongs, expect redreſs. 


Val. Tanthe, hold — divulge it to my father! 
To Arcafius, to Palante !—oh ! heav'ns! 
I would not for the empire of the world, 


Jo be the Queen of men, I would not have _ 


A ſtain ſo deep made public. —Only thee, 

Thee and the villain only knows my ſhame. 
Therefore be filent—filent as the tomb 

Jo which I ſoon ſhall reſt. —N o more P11 wander, 
Not 


NW VALENTIA; 


Nor trace the foreſt like a wounded deer. 

Fll dreſs myſelf in ſmiles, and like the bride © 
Of gay Palante haſten to the altar; 

And ere the prieſt performs the ſacred rites, 
In bury this in my polluted breaſt, | 
Nor ſtain the bed of ſuch a virtuous youth. 


[Exennt, 


SCENE the Palace of Arcaſius. 
Enter Ax c As Ius and Eero 


Are. I wonder much, Egeon, your fair daughter, 
Dear as thyſelf to me, becauſe ſhe's thine, 
Should on this day, this day of all the year, 

Be abſent, and in ſorrow waſte the hours 

That ſhould dance on in light fantaſtic meaſure, 

Why does ſhe ſeek the woods, and all alone 

Wander more like an outcaſt than a child, 

Held dear, and 8 lov'd. . cant thou 
trace 

The cauſe? 

Egeon. Alas! my lord, I've ſtrove in vain 
To work the ſecret from her. With the fondneſs 
Of a tender, anxious and indulgent father, 

I've ſooth'd her to diſcloſe the latent thorn 
That ſtings R wounds her peace. — My care 
0 has fail'd 

Unduteous to * laſt, ſhe ſtill perſiſts 
To bear: untold her ſorrow to the grave. 
ST EY 11? 1 
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But ſee ſhe comes? 
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Arc. Perhaps the current of her ſecret grief 
Springs from a well-known ſource — Palante's. 
ſuit — 
Think'ſt thou ſhe loves my ſon? — perhaps the 
thorn 
That ſtings her Ke is my Palante's love? 
Egeon. My lord you wrong her much. — She 
never yet | 
Or ſeem'd averſe or diſtant when he ſpoke. 
She loves him, and ſhe glories in the hope 
Of being join'd to ſuch a valu'd youth. 
Something of diff*rent nature ſhocks her quiet. 


Perhaps the mem'ry of her mother's death 


Draws from her filial heart this pious ſorrow.— 


Unlike her brow to what it was before. 

No ſullen ſadneſs ſeems to cloud her face. 
Smiles fit in dimples on her roſy cheeks, 
And future joys dance in her laughing eyes! 


Enter VALENTIA and TANTHE. 


Oh, oh! my child! my dear, my lov'd Va- 
lentia ! 
Art thou return'd to give thy father reſt. 
To pluck the pain out from his aged breaſt, 
That thy untimely ſorrow planted there. 
Val. Sir! on my knees let me intreat for- 
giveneſs, | 
That ] nn, have causd you pain. 
I grieve, 


12 „ 


I grieve to think you miſconſtru'd my thoughts. 
Alas, I am not ſad. — Rather a Joy, 


That cannot be by joyful looks expreſt, 

Fills all my boſom and employs my heart. 
To think ſincerely on the ſerious. rite 

That ties two hearts for ever in one bond; 
To think what happineſs the pair enjoys 
When both are even, and in temper ſuit ; 
To think what ways a wary wife ſhould take, 


For I've heard all men are not alike. 

But ſure I think the choice my father's made, 
The fair, the noble and the good Palante, 

Is one above the common race of men, 

In whom all happineſs that life ſhould know, 

Is ſurely center'd, and on him I ponder d. 

Your pardon then — 

What you thought grief was joy, and when you 
urg*d 


Egeon. My bleſſings on my child, — my lord 


Arcaſius, | 
Now know the ſecret ſpring that fed ber ? 


Love for your ſon — I knew ſhe held him dear, 
Dear as herſelf. EDD, 

Arc. And dear to me ſhall be 
The mind that means them well; 
have, 

What love, what duty a fond parent owes, 
Shall not be wanting to compleat their hopes. 
Come to my heart, Yalentia! for in thee 
| T read 


To pleaſe the humours of her lord and huſband: | 


To know the cauſe, my bluſhes bound my tongue. 


what power 
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I read our family's increaſe and Nn 


Val. My lord forgive me, if I have been 
___ flow, 
In paying my duty on this happy day. 
For tho' I'm the laſt in ſpeech, your royal goodneſs 
Will not, I hope, deem me the laſt in love. 


May all your days, and numerous may they be, 


Be happy as . * * ou | 


Enter Par aur k. 


Pal. Where is my MEN my love, my air 
Valentia? 
Why is ſhe abſent from her lover's withey 2 
I ſought her *midſt the beauties of the court 
In vain, and vain are all its charms to me. 


1 live but in her preſence ? — Cruel maid ! 


Couldſt thou alone in ſolitude's dull ſhade, 
When all the beauties of Arcadia meet, 
To celebrate this day for ever dear. 
Couldſt thou, forgetful of my ardent love, 
Which languiſhes like ſome forlorn thing, 
Bereft of all its hopes: Couldſt thou, Valentia, 
In gloomy ſadneſs waſte the lazy hour, 
That here fleets onward unperceiv'd and light? 
But ah ! how heavy they have been to me? 
Each hour, as if the hand of time ſtood ſtill ? 


Seem'd like an age in abſence of thy charms. 


Val. Do not upbraid me, W !— thou knowꝰſt 
not yet 


The 
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The feelings of my heart, — Should I declare 
The hopes and longings of a wifhing bride, 


Wouldſt thou not deem me forward, and renounce 


A paſſion ſavour'd more of vice than love? 
Be ſatisfied I do conſent to wed thee, 
And make thee happy if thou wilt be ſo. 


Pal. If! — Add not it to chat rranſporting | 


ſound! 

The muſic of the ſpheres is in that voice, 

And heav'ns beſt angel utters when you ſpeak ! 
Oh! who could know a moment of diſquiet, 
When heay'n and thee conſpire to make him bleſt ? 
Your ſmiles will elevate the lonelieſt hour, 

And drive the deepeſt melancholy hence. — 

Father, forgive my tranſport. ---In your preſence, 
An arduous paſhon ought to be reſtrain'd, 

Nor wildly dreſt in idleneſs of words; 


But hearts o'ercharg'd like mine, minds not the 


rule, 


Tho? e'en an angry father ſhould forbid. 


Arc. Fear not a father's frown — purſue my ſon 


Thy virtuous love, for know Egeon's daughter 
Is worthy to be ador'd. — Soon as the ſun 
Diſplays his evening beams upon the altar, 
And at his parting ſheds propitious light, 
10 crown the day with memorable joys, 

The prieſt ſhall join your hands — Egeon ſpeak, 
Delay but aggravates a lover's pains. 
What ſay you? —Shall the evening ſee them 

„ 
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1 Heav'n ſhow” r eternal Me: on heir | 
heads 
Valentia s ſmiles confirm ſhe” s not marks — 
Aud my old heart bounds with according joy. 
But it were well to leave them they alone 
Can beſt 8 8 the meaning of their hearts. 
I Exeunt Arc. and Egeon. 

Pal. And ſhall I then be happy in thy charms? 
Shall it be given that I may call thee mine? 
To call the richeſt gem in nature mine 


To preſs thy hand, to kiſs thy ruby bps, . 


To gaze upon thy eyes, to taſte ſuch bliſs 
As never yet heav'n gave to mortal wiſh ; 
Tranſporting extacy ! — the bare idea 


Feeds ſuch uncommon raptures in my ſoul, 


I could grow wild with thinking! come, my 
love! — 

We are expected at the feſtival ; 
There let the jocund train chace every thought 
Far, far away, that would with dull reflection 
Look dark and lowering, on our nuptial joys. ' 

Val. ] will anon be with you at the maſk : 
Be pleas'd to ſtep before — I'll follow ſtrait. 

Pal. Life of my ſoul! my dear, my lov'd Valentia ] 
Think on th' impatience that ſhall tear my heart 


For every minute that you ſtay behind! 
„ {ox .. , Rs 
VALENTIA and IAN THE remain. 

Val. At eve, Ianthe ! = muſt J die at eve 


Muſt I go hot in guilt to that dark land, _ 
| Where 


That were indeed a crime provoking heav'n 


rener 


Where puniſhment — ſevere and endleſs torture 
Waits on ſuch crimes as mine? — I muſt not die. 
I muft not die fo ſoon — a week — a month — 
Tho? ages were too little for atonement ! 

You muſt perfuade him — make him give me 


My father mail be won, — A little reſpite — 4 
For oh! I have a ſin upon my foul 3 


That tears and prayers muſt reconcile to heav'n!— 
Ian. Unhappy youth! what will Palante do, 
When at the altar's foot he ſees his bride 
With deſperate hands prevent his lifted hopes? 
What will he do, when his fond eyes beholds 
Your life-blood ſtream from the unwary wound ? 
Will he not do a deed upon his foul | 
That ſhall add guilt to thine ? and oh! beware !- 
Beware of ſuicide! — a crime more deep 


Than heav'n will wink at. --- What you have 1 
already 1 
Committed, penitence may waſh away; : 2 


But ſelf. deſtruction never is forgiven. 
Val. Oh miſerable! how my mind is torn ! --- 


Ian. Live then, Valentia; and beftow thy hand 3 
To him that beſt deſerves it, good Palante. 4 
Val. Beſtow my hand to him? impoſſible = 
What ? mix his blood with mine ! with mine 
defile 5 
So pure a ſtream ! — oh 1 am all a thi 
He all unſully'd; --- chaſte as virgin ſnow! _ 
| Oh! 
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Oh! never, never! yet, my friend, I'll live 
To be the true repentant of that heav'n 
I've injur'd. 
Then ſince I've promis'd not to die, Tanthe, 
Prevail upon my father to defer 
Our nuptials; and perhaps delay may cool 
Palante's love ; for when a youth purſues 
With honour, ſcorn turns love to deteſtation. 

1an. With all the energy of friendſhip, love, 
With true affection I will plead your caule 
And if, ye powers! ye ever pity gave'  _ ©. 
To real diſtreſs, oh ! ſoften him to comply ! — 
But will you to the maſk ? 

Val. lanthe, yes. 
For there perhaps I'll ſee the perjur'd man T 
And haply when he ſees Palante's love, 
His may return --- oh | vanity of paſſion ! 
Is he not faithleſs, perjur'd and forſworn? 
And can I hope he ever will return? 
I knew not men abhorr'd what they've poſicſt, 
But ſuch the feelings of Lyſander's breaſt. | 
I've learnt by him, --- oh, knowledge _ 

bought! 
Howe er men promiſe, they are falſe i in thought. 
[ Exeunt, 


* 


- 


END of te FIRST ACT. © 
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ACT I. 


SCENE a View of a magnificent Building, fur- 
rounded with Trees, and adorned with ſeveral 
groteſque Figures. 


Enter PHI LAS Tus and LYSANDER: 


Pur LASTUS, 


Ly SANDE R, no; --- the court affords no 


pPulweaſure 

To one it has affronted. Here Pre liv d 
Full fifteen years, an alien to the vices 
Practis'd in the palaces of kings. 
An upright ſpirit baniſh*d me from thence; 
And here remote, encircled as you ſee, 
With woods, I can enjoy more ſolid happineſs 
Than &er I taſted when 1 was a courtier. 
Indeed, the loſs of my much lov'd Barcina 
Stuck on my heart, and haſten'd my retirement. 
The pledge the left behind, my little comfort, 
My dear, my lov'd Ephelia, has ſince then 
Chear'd up my ſoul, and ſmil'd away my days. 
| I know not how they have paſs'd, ſo bleſs'd 
Pve been. 

Lyſ. Who would not wiſh to live a life recluſe, 
To breathe the cooler air, to traverſe wide 
The healthy foreſt, and ſequeſter'd field ; 


To riſe at early dawn, and o'er the heath 
Purſue 
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Purſue the flying game; at eve to ſit 

At home, and, with a few poor ſimple tenants, 
Old and romantic, talk of former times? 
And yet, Philaſtus, fuch retir'd emjoyments 

Suit not the bloom of youth. --- Your beauteous 


daughter 
Should to the court, for there ſuch charms will 
ſhine. \ 


This day, in juſt remembrance of His birth, 

The good Arcaſius holds a general court, 

Where all that means him well are now expected; 

Why then ſhould ſhe loſt in the foreſt ſhade 

Waſte all her days, and like Diana range 

The brown wood, a cold and lifeleſs huntreſs 2 

Send her where kingdoms are by beauty won, 

For kings will languiſh when they ſee her charms, 

P i. Too well I know the arts, the vile deceit 
Of vain pretenders, and at court they flouriſh, 

Too well I know the dangers that attend 

A ſkilleſs virgin, that in woods and wilds / 

In mild ſimplicity has paſt her youth. 

Think'ſt thou a maid, brought up amidſt the trees, 

That grows as they do, like "een ſpreads her 

leaves, 

And bloſſoms into beauty, and like them 

Is blind and ſtranger to her native charms : 

Think'ſt thou a maid fo ſenſeleſs of her worth, 

A maid unus'd to men, and men's temptations, 

Can guard againſt the ſubtle ſnares they lay, 

Or have a pride to keep her from perdition ? 


C 2 Lyſ. 
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Lyſ. Were I the lord of the wide e 
Could I command the beauties of the world, 
To ſate my luſt in an unlawful bed; 
And when by force they dragg'd Ephelia to me, 
The innocence that ſits like heav'n about her, 
Would ſtrike me to the heart with awful wonder ; 
I ſhould forget my power, and to the altar 
Lead her repenting on my former ſins, 
And make her mine by laws for that ordain'd. 


Phi. Lyſander, well I knew thy godlike father; 
He was my friend, and prized his honour more 
Than all the riches in the mines of India. 

Juſtice he held in view, and ne'er betray'd 
Whatever fortune truſted to his care. 

Thou art his ſon --- his ſon I hope in all, 
Inheritor of all his matohleſs virtues, 
My child I mean to free from theſe loan ſhades, 
To ſend her into life. For when the grave 
Receives my lifcleſs trunk, alas, the woods 
Can give ſmall pleaſure to fo green a mind: 

„ hang Lyſauder, as none elſe but thee 

My heart is warm to, or in whom I hope 

A huſband and a guardian to my child; 

Take her,--- but oh remember, if you wrong her, 
A father's curſes ſhall attend thy ſteps, | 
And heav'n ſhall ſhower its worſt of plagues _ 

thee. 

21 A Marriage rite! --- no, while Valentic 

lives 
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I will remain unty'd ; that little juſtice | 
Is due to her. Sure I may conquer here, 
When one ſo proud I humble to my will. 
Now for an oath to teſtify my truth, | 
For oaths ſeem proſperous to me, ( Afide) 
Reverend father! --- 
So let me call thee, ſince thowſt n to mi 
My hopes to be your ſon — if I betray 
The duty of a huſband, or fall ſhort 
In love; if I not gyard her with the trueſt, 
Tendereſt paſſion ever fill'd a breaſt, 
May heav'n — 
Phi. Forbear ! — an ate? is not requir'd ; 
It favours too much of a double ſoul 
Proteſt not when you would be credited 
An honeſt mind diſdains to take an oath | 1 
Where tis not wanted. --- Yet I truſt thy faith. 
Say that you barely love her; that you'll make 
A huſband in the medium, not extreme, 
And that you will reward her as ſhe merits ; . 
That ftrain will pleaſe me bettet — but the 
comes. — | 
Now, now, Lyſander ! mark ws innocence! --- 
Think what a crime it were to do her wrong? 
E/, She comes juſt like the ſun from Thetis lap! | 
That bluſhing riſes from the eaſtern waves, 15 
And keeps all things he ſmiles upon alive. 


„ „„ 
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Fi EPHELIA. 
ph. Oh! father! never till this dreadful 


moment, | 
Did I ſuſtain a woe that touch'd my heart ! 
As in the grove of ſycamores alone 
Muſing the hour I fat, a harmleſs thruſh 
Fell at my feet; breathleſs and dead it ſeem'd. 
Anon it ſpread its pinions, and attempted _ 
To gain the middle air; but all in vain. 
Again it fell and flutter'd at my feet, 
And wildly ſcream'd its dying agonies, 
Till ſpent with rage it ſtretch'd itſelf in death! 


| Phil: Search not too deep, Ephelia, into nature; 


We all muſt die, my child, and like that thrufh, 

_ Obey when we are call'd. --- But now's thy time 

To live, and to enjoy the ſweets of life; 

Send melancholy far away, my girl; 

Forget the ſolitude I've us'd thee to, 

The ſpare, lean pleaſures. of this lonely dwelling. 

To court - to court, Epſella. — On you've 
Prais'd 

Lyſander's virtue, he ſhall be your guide; 

His care ſhall ſnield and guard your innocence. 
Lyſ. Fair excellence! divine Efhelia ! 

Did you but know the paſſion in my breaſt, 

The tranſport J enjoy when thou arr near, 

'The never ceaſing anguiſh of my hearr, 

Thar leaps and bounds to tell you what it ſuffers : 

And yet reſtrain'd by modeſt diffidence, 


Atraid that ev'ry ſentence ſhould offend, 
| Recoils 
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Recoils as if deſpair froze up the current. 
Oh] pardon thou unequall'd fair! if I 
No longer can endure the ſecret pain; 
I muſt declare I have ador'd you long, 
With more devotion, and more unfeign'd zeal 
Than ſaints their deity --- refuſe not then 
To pour thy healing balm into my wounds! 
To call me back to life; for oh! I die! 
If you refuſe to ſave me. Well perform'd, 
She cannot chuſe but yield to ſuch aſpeech. ( Afae.) 
Eph. J know not, Sir, by what interior power 
I feel more warm to thee than all mankind, 
Few have I ſeen, therefore unſkill'd in love; 
I know not in what words it is expreſt; 
But yet I've heard it is a ſimple thing, 
That lurks about the heart, and oft is ſeen 
Silent and languiſhing in lovers eyes. 
I never ſaw thy eyes look languiſhing ? 
I never. heard thee ſigh ; I never ſaw thee 
Wreath thy arms and look as lovers do ? 
Phi, *Tis not with men bred up amidſt the 
world, 
In famous cities and in ſplendid courts, 
As with your rural clowns who tell you tales 
Of love, plain : as their ruſtic garb, becauſe 
Their tongues are ſtrangers to expreſſive paſhon, 
Lyſander loves you, and tho' in the dreſs 
Ot publiſh'd eloquence he ſpeaks his love; 
Deem 1 It not leſs ſincere, becauſe tis more 
Ca | In 
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In pompous ſtile | 2ddreſe'd. — Enough you' ve 
known 
Of rude ruſticity. --- You muſt from hence, 
And learn the finer arts; --- you was not born 
To live for ever in the Sylvan vale : 
A better fortune waits you; as for me, 
Old and regardleſs of a better ſtate, 
Contented ſtill 1 will remain recluſe, 
And paſs my time among my faithful ſervants, 
- Eph. The little knowledge Pve already learnt, 
Tells me obedience is a parent's due, 
I have no other will but yours, 
Phil. Tis well. 
To ſee thee happy in Ly/ander's arms 


Will juſt complete my wiſhes, --- Lead Lyſander,--- 


I may to ſee the prieſt perform the rites, 
To-morrow pay a viſit to the city. 
And when you ſee Arcaſius, you may ſay, 
I ſent my child in honour of the day. 
fr on” = I Exennt, 


8 CE NE the Palace a maſk -- in which 7s 
11. Jung the fol bring: 


Hail to Yhee our guardian ſun ! 
Hitler ſend thy glorious ray, 
As thro' azure tracks you run, 
Smile propitious on to-day ! 


Bleſs the man you kindly gave 
 Arcadian liberty to ſave; 
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Mo from the yoke of Corinth held 

By bold deciſion in the feld; 
The flrength and glory of our land, 
And trod on thoſe that would command, 


Aufpicious power ! be guardian ſtill, 
Turn afide the ſhaft of ill; 
Grant his heart may never know 
Open grief, or ſecret coe. 


5 
— 


Hear ! Arcaſius ! hear the PTY / 
Thus our gratitude we pay; 

Live o'er thy foes to have command, 

We ans live long to bleſs the land. 


CHORUS. Hail, Kc. ; 


Enter Arcasivs. 


Arc. See that my houſe be open, free to all; 
Send round che goblet, and let muſic raiſe 

The hearts of thoſe who honour me to-day. 

He is my friend who revels on this day, 

And welcome to my! heart. Give all a welcome. | 


Valentia and Ianthe maſked, come forward, 


Val. Ha! - by my fears *tis he! --- obſerve, 
gp TO: 7 
Mark every geſture --- or twere well to ſpeak. --- 
Accoſt the villain --- tell him I am here! --- 
And like a thunderbolt from heav'n ſhall cruſh _ 
That thing he ſeems t admire, and he to atoms! 
| 8 5 Lyſander 
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' Lyſander and Ephelia unmaſt'd, come forward. 


Lyſ. What ſay you, fair Ephelia ? --- does this 
grandeur 

Look like your leafy groves and barren wilds > 
Does theſe angelic and theſe godlike forms, 
Look like your home-bred maids and fimple 
: ſwains ? 
Here thick as ſtars you ſee bets beauties, 
Each ftriving to outdo in brilliancy, 
And all the circle like one glorious ſun ! 

Eph. With wonder and amazement I behold! 
Nor think it ſtrange, if I compare this ſcene 
To what my fancy oft has form'd of heav n? 
Here comes a goodly figure. --- Why ſhould one 
So form'd, conceal a face that muſt be fair ? 

IV ul ſpeak to her — perhaps at my requeſy 
She may unmaſk, -— Sweet lady! 
By your elegance of ſhape, . you ſhould be fair. 
Prithee, pull off that dark . and ſhew 
Thy ſun unclouded. 

Kal. unmaſking. Yes! thou monſter! —villain — 
Deteſted hypocrite ! --- behold a form, 
Which thus beheld, ſhould ſtrike thee to the 

ene}: ..... 

Where are thy vows, thy proteſtations now ? 
Thou haſt betray'd me ! --- blaſted all my fame !--- 
For which if you refuſe to do me Juſtice, 
il haunt thy eps, and like an apparition --- 
The ghoſt of what I was, — at dead of night 


Fearleſs Pl come, and at thy window ſcream 
Such 
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Such hideous and ſuch ſad lamenting cries, 

That thowſhalt tremble as at ſudden dumm. 

And feel the dreadful torment. af the damn d 

For thee ! whoe'er thou art take note and ſſun 

Shun that dire baſilifk.!---he. is betrothd—- 

His ſoul is pledg'd.!---he. is another's. right .- 

Oh! I am mad!---mad at our ſexes fol, 

To ſee how eafaly they fall a prey | 

To man's incontinency !---curſt! curſt fb . 
Egal. A ſudden horror freezes all my ſoubl * 

I ſhudder at this woman's. wretchednef: ! 

She is:not ſure the victim. of Lyſander ? 

Or does the envy that he ſeems to love ine 2 

It muſt be that, perhaps he has. been gag, 

And made ſome pleaſing. comments on ker 

es er it is PII take her Bien council. (a 

Art thou acquainted with this lady, Sin? 

She ſeems as if ſome former contract had 

mn riveted your hearts. 
I Oh! Conſcience ! now thou Rings to 

the ſoul ! 

Unfortunate, that ſhe. honld-mect. me bel | 

I muſt endeavour to acquit myſelf; - * ' ˙ (A 

Some lunatic - ſome wand'ring: maduoman, 

Who bears about ſome: viſionary evil, 

Some fancy'd ſhame, or ſome cold — los; 

She needs mult faney every one-ſhe ſees 


The robber of her virtue leave her--leave-hen.— 
| The 
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The next ſhe ſees ſhall father her diſgrace, 

All are alike to minds wild and unſettled. 
Val. I am not mad, nor lunatic, nor wild — 

Or if Jam, *tis thou haſt made me fo. 

Thou haſt funk my ſenſes to fo low an ebb, 

1 know not whether in the upper air 

I dream my miſery, or in that depth 

Where the immortal ſoul, that has done ill, 

Feels everlaſting torment ! - I'm uncertain 

Whether Pm myſelf! --- Oh ! would the ſum, 

Of all I've felt were one continued dream, 

That I might wake pure as I went to fleep ! 

But I am curſt-—curſt in reality !--- 

I am not mad i do not ſleep nor dream! 

I know-thee, thou inſulting mon{t'rous man! 

Thov'rt ſtampt upon my heart---upon my ſhame ! 

Thou art, - but PII not idly ſpend my rage.--- 

Or do me right, or thou ſhalt never know 

A moment's peace---let me be wretched with thee 

So I may preſerve my honour. ---- Anothers 

Thou ſhalt not be! think not to hide thee from 
| mer 

I will purſue thee whereſoc'er thou go'ſt; 

This world ſhall not protect thee No! nor that 

To come I if you refuſe to right me here; 

P'll follow thee with vengeance after death, 

Purſue thee thro? the ſhades in ſuch deſpight, 

That injur'd ghoſts from treach'rous lovers freed, 

Shall wonder, yet applaud the righteous deed ! - 

Exit <oith Tanthe. 


Ly. 
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Ly How fierce; how frantic, and how wits ſhe 
3 6 
I never ſaw a paſſion worked fo 3 5 
And borne ſo far beyond the bounds of a! T4 
And more, tis ſtrange ſhe ſhould: be reſolute, 
And fix her ſhame to one ſhe never ſaw! . 
Eph. Haſt thou then never ſeen her? 
Lyſ. Faireſt, no. 
She is ſome poor forſaken frenzied creature, 
Hunted by ſame imaginary wrong, 
And raves and utters what ſhe never knew--. 
But ſee ! the king Pons. 


: 


bY Fee A Romain n 


"2b Welcome, 9 fair one, 
welcome. 4-4 
Df. Royal Arcafius !--your old friend Philaſtus, 
Remembering: the day that gave thee birth, © 
And holding it for ever dear, has ſent 
His deareſt treaſure, his belov'd Ephelia, 
To ſignify his gratitude and love. $4 
Arr. Welcome: again, fair am of _ 


friend ! + | // 
The peeviſh and — to courts himſelf, 


He honours them by ſuch a beauteous 5 
Eph, If rude I am, and ſkilleſs in the ways 
Of poliſn'd ladies, let my blunt ſincerit ß 
And humble thanks, tho* weak, at ** ende 5 
vour 


To 3 m ö heart is grateful for your . 
| Enter 
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1 Enter PALAx TZ. 


Arc. Palante, haſten to the inner palace; 
Bring forth thy love, Valemia; —fhe Il be happy, 
And prize the acquaintance of fo mild a maid. 

Pal. My evil fate's abroad !---as now we talk d 
Of joys unborn, and happineſs to come; 
Like ſubterraneous winds that ſwell their bounds, 
She burſt in fury, and in ſudden fled, | 
As if an evil ſpright purſu'd her ſteps ! 

Egeon. Myſterious mitfery ! — my aged Ws 
Knocks at my breaſt, and telis me all's not well. 
She never us'd to vex my quiet fo. 

Till late I ne'er obferv'd a frown upon her, 
Ne'er heard her figh ; but chearful all the day 
She danc'd and fung, and kept my heart alive. 
Are. Too well I know t the cauſe n Plain 
ſhes falſe. | | 
She loves not my Palace — all her grief 
Springs from che near approach of cheir allinnoe. 
*T were well to let her know, if ſhe's averſe, 
Force never ſhall be us'd.-—Againft the mind 
Twere heinous to per ſiſt. She may be ſworn, 
Plighted to bleſs another with her love. 
Pal. Oh! ſay not ſo, my father — That harſh 
ſtrain, 
Quick as mercurial drops flies thro” my heart, 
Boils in my veins, and fets me all on fire ! 
Shew me the villain ! the atrocious thief, 
That has by ſtealth ſtole on her eaſy heart, 
And robb'd me of that gem ineftimable, 


Let 
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Let me behold him, chat 1 may at once 
Ruſh on his throat, and tear up by the root 
His treacherous heart that dares uſurp my right? 
But *tis a dream —ſhe will—ſhe muſt be mine 
She is not falſe. —I cannot live without her. 
She is alone the happineſs 1 wiſh for. 
My all of bliſs! And ſhall I tamely yield, 
And calmly give her to another's e 
No — 
Since life I care not for, ww of her, 
I'll make her mine, e in che auempt 


{Exit 


Fs Why ; is - the autumn of my day im- 
bitter! d TY 

With ſuch affliction as in youth I Janet not? ; 

Grey hairs like mine ſhould paſs on to the grave 

Eaſy and unmoleſted.----Oh ! my child ! 

What hopes I form'd of thee ?----What flattering 
Send =: 

Well pleas'd I thought to quit the ſtage of life, 

To yield me to my laſt my peaceful manſion, 

_ Having no weight upon my parting ſoul, 

As I conceiv'd thee bleſt to thy own wiſhes ; 

But oh ! how bitter is the diſappointment ! 

It weighs me to the earth with deadly ſorrow, 

And ſoon will lay me level with the duſt. 

Arc. Be comforted, Egeon.---Bare ſurmiſe- 


Cannot condemn the maid. ---Yet all may proſper. 
8 Lv : Come 
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Come beauteous faire will procure thee com- 
pany, 
That will divert thee 3 this ſcene of ſorrow. 
n 


EYSANDER ſolus. 


Ay; take her hence. Be careful of her virtue. 
For if its baſis is too fix'd to move, 
Fll undermine it, and ſubdue the fabrick. 
Who'd chooſe towalk in the dull road of marriage, 
When marriage pleaſures are ſo eaſy purchas d? 
This dainty virgin, tho' ſne has ſeen Valentia, 
Dreams not I am the cauſe of her undoing. 


Hleſt ignorance ! --- ſhe may be eaſy won; 
Nor think of ruin, when ſhe is undone ; 
Taſte all the tranſports of a ſingle life, 
Then virtuouſly ſubmit to be a wife! 
F Exit. 


- - PIR " * 
. 7 
% 
az 
* 
7 
% CS. One” 25 
V'? = 
Ws, Fey he 8 ITE x 
C 8 vl % y A ? 
FFF 
. 5 


ys 


A TRAGEDY. 33% 


ACT II. 
SCENE Ecxov's Houſe. 
Emer Eczon and IAN TRE. 


| EctoN, 
| , 
N O more---plead not for her---ſhe has broke 
my heart !--- / | | 
What ſue for reſpitance---for time to think 
Has ſhe not promis'd, that this evening's ſun 
Should ſee her given in marriage to Palante? 
And dares ſhe to evade her own conſignment ? 
Dares ſhe to play with vile diſſimulation 
Upon her father's honour, and her own virtue ? 
lanthe, go, and bear her this from me: 
If ſhe refuſes to perform her promiſe, 
I will renounce all claim to her --- no more 
She ſhall behold her injur'd father's face, 
Fl baniſh hes for ever from my love. 
8 [Exit Tanthe. 


— 


Ectox ſolus. 


Hard taſk upon a tender parent's heart, 
That is tormented with a wayward child! 
Arcaſius will no longer brook indifference. 
And, but Palante loves her to diſtraction, 


I fear he would retaliate all her ſcorn. 5 
D | A youth 


"> on. VALENT I Ax 


A youth ſo highly born, ſo nobly bred, 

So good, ſo valu'd, fo completely faſhion'd, 
Might tempt the faireſt princeſs.- Strange that ſhe 
Should be ſo blind to ſuch unequall'd worth. 


Enter VALEN TIA end IAN TRE. 


In tears ! and is it thus you meet your father? 
Thus on the eve of your intended nuptials? 
Are theſe your bridal looks ?---thoſe baleful drops 
The dew to ſprinkle Hymen's facred altar? 

Thoſe deep-ferch'd ſighs, thoſe heavings of the 
ſoul, 
That ſeems as if thy nature ſhook within thee, 
Are they the expreſſions of a love-ſick mind? 
Are theſe the ſymptoms of a willing bride ? 
Valentia, no---Why didſt thou leave the palace, 
And fly as if ſome evil ſpirit drove thee ? 
Some lurking crime muſt hang about thy heart, 
And Iam bent to know 3 ſpeak ? 
Forget not I'm thy father, nor forget 
I have a power that ſhould command a child; 
And tho? neglected long, I am reſoly'd : 
To put that power in prafice.---Speak, I ſay ? 

Val. Ohl! Sir! —— 

Egecy. Nay, do not kneel,---nor drag me thus, 
Without thou mean'ſt to ſue for my forgiveneſs, 
And lay thy ſecret malady before me. 

Val. Oh! drive me not away! I am thy 

daughter! * 
Thy Valentia! —- Armenia s Valentia— 


Look 
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Look in my face and ſpurn me from you hence? 
Tread on me ;---lay me level with the earth; 
And if a father's power extends yet farther --- 
Egeon. Oh nature! how thou works within my 
breaſt— _ 
Valentia, riſe. ---= _ > 
Val. I will not --- Here I'll cling! 
Cling as if death contracted all my nerves. 
Thou art my father !---Thou ſhouldft pity me ! 
Pm torn---diſtrated !---All the pains of hell 
Cannot come up to mine I. for mercy 's ſake! 
For heaven's - for yours ---- for mine prevent 
aa en? 
I dare not cannot muſt not wed Palante ! 
Egeon. What do I hear ?---Ha ! dare nos 
| cannot! muſt not! 
N ot wed Palante? 
Val. No! - Impoſſible ! 
Sooner ſhall heav'n and earth be join'd together ! 
The ſun ſhall turn to darkneſs, and the moon 
Roll in his orb and carry on the day! 
Time paſt ſhall come again, and things prodigious, 
Strange and unnatural, become familiar, 
Ere 1 conſent to wed Arcaſius ſon ! 
Egeon. Hence from my fight ! thou worſe than 
poiſon to me! 
Val. Ves, now I'll go fince you command me 
from you. 
Tho' lag in duty, now I will obey.--- 
Tanthe, come !---my only comfort, come 
7 D 2 ot, To 
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To darkneſs now, to caverns and to woody. 
Why ſhould I wander in the fight of heav'n, 
Thus deſolate, abandon'd, and forlorn 2 
Even by a father 5 driven from bim 
In he deep ſtorm of paſſion !—Oh! farewel! — 
Farewel, my father !—never, never more 
Shall this deteſted form appear to plague thee.— 
Tanthe !—when you ſee me pale and ftretch'd, 
Stretch'd in the arms of death !—you may relate 
The mournful Rory of my wretched fate 
See me laid low where all my woes will end, 
Be then, as thou art now, my tender friend. 
Defend, if thou ſhould'ſt hear a buſy tongue 
Tell o'er my faults to do my mem'ry wrong. 
Tell them I wither'd in youth's genial prime, | 
And dearly ſuffer'd to atone my crime. 
Bid maids by my example learn to love, 
Leaft all pretenders 2 . Lyſanders prove 
| Exit with lanthe, 
EGE ON ſous. 
Egeon. Death to my peace !—Did ſhe not name 
Lyſanger ? | 
Did ſhe not name our houſe's mortal foe ? 
Jah! and betray'd by him!—for him ſhe mourns! 
Damnation ! Is the blood that warm'd my veins 
Become a ſtream for knaves to paddle in? 
And could my child defcend ſo low! ? to heap 
diſhonqur 
On the bright glories of her envy'd race ! 


Per- 


£ 
; þ 
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Perpetual curſes on the villain's head 

I fee] my heart's blood boiling in my. breaſt, 
And reſolution arm my feeble netves. 

This hand ſhall reach his heart! — it never fail'd 
In the hot tumult of : deſtructive battle, 

When fame and juſtice drew it to the field. 

And tho' now old and wither'd, ſtill it mar 


Subdue the villain that dares ſtain its glory. 5 
| | [Exit, 


8e i NE a Street leadi ng towards the Palace. 


Eiter Lys AN DER with a Letter. 
 Tyſ. (reads.) If yet the intreaties of a wretch for- 
ſaken, 
Can Wake compaſſion i in your harden'd breaſt ; 
If pity to a torn and bleeding heart 
Is due from the ingrate that gave the wound ʒ 
If thou haft nature in thee, fans the ſtate 
Thou haſt reduc'd me to, muſt claim your pity. 
An undone woman's cries ſhall ever haunt thee, 
And goad thee with unnumber'd, inward hells! 
If you refuſe completion of your vows, 
And free me n che ſhame you've heap'd upon | 
me, 
(Spraks.) Poor broken 3 wench !— well, it 
my heart 
Were made of that dull ſtuff a lover! s is, 
I might be won to pity and redrels ; Be 
But harden'd as 1 am, by nature made 
Obdurate ev'n to the wounds I give. 
8 D 3 And 
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And prompted by revenge on Egeon's houſe, 
Which for ſucceſſive ages kept alive 
A deadly quarrel and an endleſs hate 
Againſt a line that never did it wrong; 

My heart is ſatisfy'd in what I've done, 

And glories that I've touch'd his houſe's honour. 
Ephelia now takes up my every thought 

And reigns the empreſs of my wiſhing ſoul. 

Pm all defire !—I muſt—T will poſſeſs her !— 
With gold I'll bribe th' attendants of her chamber. 
And Targuin-like, while ſhe lies faſt aſleep, 

Steal on her charms ; and on her ſnowy breaſt 
Breathe out my love, and taſte that paradiſe 

Of yet untaſted fweets that bloom about her; 
She'll be no whit the worſe when all is over. 
And when the Zymeneal fool ſhall come 

He'll be too wiſe to marry, if he finds 

Her virtue crack'd, or ſtretch'd beyond its bounds. 


[ Exit, and drops the leiter. 


Enter E 6E0N. 


Egeon. Ha! or my eyes are falſe, or that is he! 


He makes towards the palace—deadly plagues 

Fall in his way, and eat him up by inch-meal ! 

May ev'ry ſtone he treads on, prove a ſerpent, 

And ſting him with fell torture to the foul !— 

A paper !—Hah !—7lentia to ee (ſeems 
to purſue.) 

Swift light'nings ſtrike him ſpeechleſs to the 
center! 


Blaſt 
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Blaſt bis avenging heay* n] let not ſuch guilt 

Unpuniſh'd walk the earth, and in deſpight 

Of thine own laws profane their ſacred order, 

« And free me from the ſhame you've heap 'd 

upon me.“ 

Free her from Cocke {—ount on her {trumpet head 
That ſhould infer he has been lewd with her? 
Made her his whore—his luſt's conveniency l 

And could the baſe, the ſordid creature yield 

To lawleſs appetite and- rank defires ? 

Had ſhe no pride to fave her from perdition ? 

From bottomleſs perdition.— E or ſhe's fall'n 
Lower if poſſible than there is hell.— 

Curſe on her image that now fills my mind !— 

The very devils to me look not fo black! 

I ſhall go mad and tear her all to pieces !— 

She ſhall not long ſurvive her houſe's honour, 

I'll do a Roman juſtice on her, the ſhall die, 
And her vile minion breathe his laſt before her. 

[ Going. 


Euter PALANTE;, 


Pal. . Eton, ſtay !—bear to the falſe Palentia. 
Since ſhe denies I ſhould behold her face, 
For I've lamented like the bird of night 
In ſongs and oriſons beneath her window; 
I have intreated, knelt to be admitted, 
And vow'd to die if ſhe refus'd my love, 
But all in vain - ſhe chid me hence he ſcorn 4 


Contemn'd my paſſion, and like one unbleſt 
D 4 I left 
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I left her vowing never to return: 

Bear her that love ſhe has repaid with hate. 
Tell her, no more the object of her ſcorn, 
Shall wear his chains in perfect deteſtation: _ 
At leaſt—if ſhe's endow'd with human fecling, 


The wretch ſhe now abhors, ſhe ſoon muſt Pity. 


Love finds a thouſand ways to be appeas'd, 
And if all earthly remedies deny 
Their aid, death is a fix'd and ſovereign cure. 
Egeon. Away with that untimely reſolution ; 
Altho? I cannot bid the hope for love, 
Study revenge !—Revenge thy injur'd paſſion ? 
Wert thou the keeper of Pandora's box, 
Pour all her plagues upon Ly/ander's head, 
For he- pernicious traitor ! — has undone us! 
Pal. Has he !—Lyſander ? 
Egeon. Youth, I can no more! 
My heart, like pent-upſtreams o'erflows its mounds. 
I pity thee !—alas! *Tis all I can | 
Beſtow upon your wounds. Oh! from your breaſt 
Baniſh the viper love that lingers there 
And ſaps the verdure of your youthful heart. 
Indulge no more the fond deluding dream. 
Give o'er—give o'er in time the deadly ſlumber, 
And rouze thee to revenge—1 will not ſay, 
If thou ſhould'ſt ſtab my daughter to the heart, 
Thou haſt done wrong for ſhe has wrong'd thee 
much 
Read there but ſpare a bleeding parent's ſhame ; 
I cannot ſtay to ſce thy ſoul's confuſion. Exit. 
'  PALANTE 


A TRAGEDY. - a 
PALANTE /ſolus. 


Pal. Confuſion ! — hell and all the keeneſt 
torments 7 | | 

Work in my breaſt and ſet my brain a madding ! 
Lyſander ! oh! the fell, notorious thief ! 
The black contagious fiend and is it he? 
He that has cropt the faireſt in her bloom, 
And like the worm that breeds in April buds, 
Blacken'd her roſes, and her lillies ſtain d. 
And wither'd all her beauties in their prime 
Can] forget ſhe ever conquer'd here? 
Can I be happy when I think upon her ? 
Ah! no! for ever will ſhe haunt my mem'ry. 
Still I muſt think, and ſtill muſt be unhappy, —- 
But ſee ! — Come furies to my breaſt, and arm 
With keen revenge and deadly reſolution . _ 
A heart that never thirſted yet for blood. 
Let me but conquer here — let me but ſee © 
My ſword dy'd deep with this deſpoiler's blood, 
I'll yield me to the grave well ſatisfy d, 
Nor ſleep inglorious, when I've conquer'd him 
In turn, that baſely triumph'd o'er my love. 


| - 


Enter LY SANDER, 


* Tis ſtrange ; but ſomewhere hereabouts 
J dropt a letter; and becauſe tis near | 
Her father's houſe it makes me more uneaſy, 
Left it ſhould fall into ſome hand that may 


Conyey it to his ears. 
Pal. 
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Pal. A letter ! --- 


Pal. Nay, "fart not, Sir, --- why ſeem _ ſo 
confounded ? 
Have you been ſecretly complotting harm | | 
With ſome lean politician *gainſt the ſtate ? 
Have you wrapt up ſome treaſonous device, 
Which once diſcover'd forfeits you your life? 
Or have you cunningly pretended love 
To ſome poor ſimple maid, and, villain-like, 
Contriv'd by ſecret methods to ſubdue her? 
Lyſ. What means thy doubtful phraſe ? --- 
If thou haſt aught to ſay to me, be plain; - 
Speak openly ; I brook not ambiguity. 
Pal. Well, plainly then; ſince 00 wilt know 
thy danger, | 1 
The letter which you dropt Egeon found! 
Lyf. care not --- nay ! by heav'n it glads me 
much, | 
Much that he finds Lyſander's power can gall him. 
Would every letter in the ſcraw! he found 
Might prove a deadly dagger to his heart, 
And drain his blood by drops, till he were waſted! 
Think'ſt thou I fear Egeon? no !--- from me 
Inform the hoary fool --- I ſcorn his frowns ! --- 
I ſcorn his power, and in defiance hold 
The utmoſt malice he can bring againſt me. 
Pal. And doſt thou triumph in thy horrid 


crimes? 


Doſt 
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Doſt thou not tremble, leſt that power you ve 
injur'd 
Should do on thee exemplary puniſhment ? 
The hoary fool! — oh monſtrous ! that a good, 
A virtuous man that has from early youth © 
Paſs'd to the vale of years with fame and honour, 
Should bear the ſcoff of ſuch an impious tongue! 
Lyſ. Ha! who gave thee liberty to rail? 
Or to examine into others faults; 
| Dar'ſt thou provoke a rage, audacious boy! 
Which once ſet fire to ſhall transfix thy frame, 
And lay thee quivering at my feet for breath ! 
Pal. No fiend |! —let this — this rivet thee to 
earth ! . 
Behold thy deeds! — the wound thy fallacy Y 
Has given the faireſt ſhe that ever fell 
A prey to falſe, injurious, wicked man: 
From this I've power to rail! — from this 
That has for ever ſtain'd a virtuous race, 
And drove me even to the laſt deſpair ! tab 
Lyj. Then be deſpair thy n May'ſt thou 
wed 
This woman I've enjoy'd, and never know 
From thence a moment's quiet. May the fruits 
Of our luxurious pleaſures prove a brat, . - 
To goad thy ſight, and keep thy mind in torture. 
Still may*ſt thou think on what Ly/ander did, 


And bear about the branch of infamy - . 


He grafted gloriouſly upon your head! — - 
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Yes! treaſure u pherſcroll,— ſhould ſhe refuſe thee, 


That will remember thee, —] am the cauſe ! 


Pal. Oh! villain black as hell! — and ſurely hel 
Shall be thy recompence for this tranſgreſſion! 
Traitor unparagon'd ! — let this decide, 

In fight of heav'n and yon reſplendant orb, 
The difference twixt an upright ſoul, and one 
Stain'd with the blackeſt r _ 

Lyſ. I would not kill thee 
For that were ſending thee to WA ſuch bliſs, 
As here on earth thou never ſhalt enjoy. — 

Put up thy ſword. — ._. 
Pal. Yes! deep into thy heart? 
Or turn thee, coward ! or I ſhall ruſh at once 


And glut my weapon with thy hated blood. 


Df. Nay, if thou wilt die—die! — and in hell 
May 'ſt thou prove torments ſuch as here I made 


__ thee! +». (They fight.) 


Euter VALIENTIA and IAN THE. 


Val. Oh! mercy! — here! — here in this * 
- breaſt 
Sheathe your enraged ſteel! - what? _ thou 
ſhrink ? 

Will neither be reveng'd, when this I li 
My bofom dauntleſs to your naked points! 
Lyſander ! ſtrike! for in thy looks I read 
The life I bears a torment to thy light. 
Palante, ſtrike! the* thou wouldſt wiſh me live, 
My life's too little to atone thy wrongs, 
| Thus 


A TRAGEDY.” 43 


Thus 'twixt ye both I ſtand the fatal cauſe 

Of your untimely quarrel ! --- both then ſtrike! 

And end at once a being loath'd and hated;” 

That wants but ſome kind hand to give the blow. 
ITyſ. Well doſt thou ſarink behind a woman's 


fears | 
Whoſe preſenee muſt protect thee; bas 
remember! . 
n next we meet expect to find no coward. 
| [ Exit. 
Pal. A moſt n coward, whoſe heart ev'r n 
now 


Shrinks to its inmoſt cell! --- Fea ſo thee, . 
Did not a weightier buſineſs keep me here.— 
Madam, --- no longer with a lover's tongue 
Muſt I in love- ſick harmony falute thee, . 
Tho” ſtill my heart, bound in your cruel chains, 
Diſdains another love; and to the grave 
Shall bear unſtain'd, the flame thar firſt inſpir'd it. 
Oh hadſt thou! - but tis done the die is. _—_— . 
Reflection's vain, for time cannot return. 
I would adviſe thee ſhun the ways of men; 
But chiefly that inſatiate monſter --- he! 
With whom thowſt - oh! my brain is ck l 
Fly to ſome cavern to ſome hollow cave, 
- And there devote thy days to angry heav'n; 
Implore for mercy'! for you need it much. 

Val. And wherefore doſt thou thus preſume to 

give 

Such admonition—ſach nfl adyice ? 1 : 
Pal. 
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Pal. Fie, fie ! thou doſt not well thus to ** 
An ignorance that makes thy guilt look blacker. 
Bluſh -- rather bluſh! — fallacious, wicked 


woman! 
To heav'n and to me, whom moſt you've injur'd, 


Unfold the horrors of thy guilty breaſt : 
Acknowledgment may expiate thy fault, 
And penitence thy pardon buy in heav'n, 

Val. Such goodly council might the pulpit 


grace, 


| And pity but thy dull, * lazy ſpirit 


Had been train'd up to preach amidſt a crowd, 
To point their fins — thyſelf the greateſt ſinner ; 
For tis remark'd, that thoſe who ſin the moſt 
Do catch the ſnadow of a fault in others. 

Pal. Oh weak defence of ſeeming 1 innocence | 
I would not — but thy confidence in guilt 
Demands I ſhould be juſt, and to thy eyes 
Diſplay the deed thou haſt committed. — Oh ! 
*Tis foul | tis horrid ! — here behold thy ſhame! 
Be not alarm'd; — if thou gouldſt thus be guilty, 
Shame and confuſion has no part in thee, 
And mere obduracy makes up thy feeling. 

Val. Give me the ſcrawl — let me peruſe my 
ſhame | — 

Pal. No! — to the lateſt hour of life PI keep it, 
A monument of thy unequall'd virtue ! 
Be ſatisfy d, the names in this contain'd 
Are falſe Lyſander, and undone Yalentia ! 


Ha !—Ts't not fo?—what? doſt thou turn away? 
Has 
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Has thy own actions quite confounded thee ? 
Doſt thou repent — or art thou innocent ? 
Perhaps the villain forg'd ? it muſt be ſo. — 
Oh! I can ſee no guilt upon thy face 
Thou'rt fair as heaven, and as nature pure, 
When guilt lay dormant, and her ſiſter vice 
Shrunk with the rebel angels into regions 
Dark and fachomleſs ! — come, injured charmer! 
Come to my arms, and in that fold forget 
The low detraction of the villain's pride. 
Val. Stand off! thou greater villain! ideot ! 
e 
Think ſt thou to make a ſenſeleſs plaything of me? 
To turn me to thy purpoſe — make me ſupple, 
And yielding to the caprice of thy will? 
No, jealous Sir! from hence believe me that 
Which thou already meanly haſt ſuggeſted. 
I would I were a ſcorpion or a toad, 
That with my venomous and baleful looks 
I might for ever fright thee from my preſence. 
The promiſe of my hand J lately. made thee, 
I here revoke. — Intreaties ſhall be vain, 
No power ſhall force me to conſent again _ 


Fo wed a man I ever- muſt diſdain. 


3 ſolus. 


Pal. By Ds n ſhe” s falſe ! this is too clear a 


proof 


I 1 wo this looſe phenomenon | 5 
Had 
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* Had in the wanton hours of diffipation 
* Dropp'd from Ly/ſander”'s gaiety. In cups 

8 Men do things inconſiſtent with their reaſon, 

And often ſtain a lady's reputation 

To gain th' opinion of their looſe companions. 
But ah! how true! — how fatal is this ſcrawl ? 
How true a villain has Lyſander been? 

How true a wretch Valentia's made herſelf > | 
- What man can comprehend the mind of women? 
. He may as well pretend to ſound the gulph * 
; Where never yet the plummet line could reach; 
He may as well ſtand on the ſandy ſhore, 

And afk the waves the reaſon why they roar. 
He may as well aſk of the winds their fource, 
And why fo ſuddenly they change their courſe ; 
Examine nature, and from thence conclude 
The reaſon why we're bad, and why we're good. : 
He may as ſoon the chain of cauſes find, 


As ſound the bottom of a woman's mind. 
«EDS 


» 


END ef the THIRD ACT. 
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An N D could auer act ſo n as villain — 

Egeon. Royal Sir! 
This hand had prow d ĩt on lim but an n 
Long ſince eftabliſh'd, call'd the maiden la, | 
In which both parties are to ſuffer death; 
Who by unwarranted and looſe connection, 
Brings down. diſhonour on a noble houſe, 
Withheld my vengeance for a nobler uſe.” 

Arc. By this, they both ſhould ons. | 

Egeon. Inflict it then N 
Decree their puniſhment—let racks 100 cords 
By inchmeal torture them, let that foul! blood 
That iflu'd from my veins be ſpilt beforeme! 
It will appeaſe the fury of my ſoul, | 
And drown'the ſhame ſhe has e me in. 
Art. And wou'dſt thou, lord Egeon, have this 


day 
Stain'd with thy der blood "266 Shall 1 
inelin'd | ; 
To mercy - to ee San humaniey? . 
If all were puniſh'd equal to their qqimes, 
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Too ſoon we ſhou'd perceive the world grow thin: 
Lyſander's father well deferv'd my love, 
And ſhall I for his worth deſtroy his ſon ? 
Egeon. Not for his worth, but for his ſon's 
defaults. . 
He muſt not with impunity commit 
Such deeds as take away the life of others 
His houſe—his family were ever foes 
To me and mine, and well he has diſplay'd 
The hatred that rankl'd in his heart — 
Oh! Royal Sir !—as Juſtice is the ſcale 
In which you weigh your actions - 
Let not a living monument of ſname | 
Where ler I turn me, ſtare me in the face; 
Let not the buſy world reviling ſay. Nn 
Behold the fruits of old Egenm s loins 
The harlot of LHyſander !—and 1 Ai 
The proud ſeducer of his fame and honour! 
Oh ſcorpions to my beus! ! ---— he muſt not 
triumph (T 
He ſhall not n ee . ho froze wich 
age, 
This trunk tho Gplefs witherd and decay, 
halides elk but in nn in b n- 
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"he. Leonid be merciful---I would be; uſt, 
In juſtice to the wrong Egeon ſuffers, 00 
I would inforeg the —— of che Jaw 3; 154 [ig 1 
| | - In 


* 


- . "1 e - 
iy 932 1 „ 2 7 r . 

FY MCC WL Y "of S * of ere ö . 8 
f 2 =, IS 8 ACER) E 
Os. A Os nnn 9 
x n 8 4 7 b] = Bs Y , . 0 Th = 
& K e nf WL CS] "* 8 f | 

i FITS 1 NN . 2 (i 
2 We . 1 Rn 

Pl * J 


„ 
41 4 


1 
1 


21 0 
- Etro - 


I would be merciful eee. pe- 1 


1 


— 


—— 


„ N 
Dr 


Euter Pi 2 is 


Pal. Ohl ſpare him net ?.. ages 
If pot.in juſtice to Zgeon's.Wrongs.. 11 1 1 
In juſtice to thy ſon, decree his fo. 28 
I am the greateſt ſufferer n the cauſe, 
Abd nature ſure muſt plead upon my gde. 

Oh! Sir! imagine what a pain it is 
To be deprix d of every ſocial joy 
Fond hope can build, or xaviſh'd fancy. paint? 2 
Think what jt is, wer't thou ſo young as 1 
To have the genial blood ſtopt in its courle, 

And blaſted by a peſtilential fiend ? 

Arc. I would avoid the foul pernicious air. 
Forget, my ſon, the cauſe of your diſtreſs; 
Forget Falantia- drive her from your heart. 
You'll ſay I am ſevere -- but Oh! Paaie 
This heart is torn with agonizing ſorrow: -- .. 7 
I know the pangs of diſappointed hopes 
I feel Egean's grief; and partly ſhare 1 

The dreadful ſufferings of Valentia s broalt.. A 

Pal. Oh!! if thou canſt ſo tenderly. pirake 
Of our affliction, let that pity pour 
Juſt vengeance on the villain that „ i 

Arc. Falanie, thou haſt ever known me back 
ward, 
Laggard in puniſhing a hon ee 
Crimes mort atrocious I could eaſy ſpare, 
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But as it nearly touches mine own peace, 

As thou requir'ſt,- as old Zgeon ſues, + 

I here denounce Lyſander's baniſhment. 
Pal. Oh! Sir !---- 

Arc. No more, my ſon,---Pll hear no more. 
This day ſhall not be ſtain'd with human blood; 
Nor ſhall the four and twenty moons decreed 
For holy rites, and an to the power 
That gave us conqueſt oer the arms of Corinth, 
Be blemiſh'd with the life of any ſubjece. 
*Tis puniſhment to bear about his guilt, 
Surpaſſing all the deaths we can inflict. 

I truſt in thee to ſee my will perform'd, 
See him ſent ny to baniſhment. 
FTE ITY [ Exit Michl. 


ö ers ſolus. 
Pal. To baniſhment to hell n ſhall che 
villain > © 
Bear to another land Palante' ſhame? 
Shall he, exulting, tell in foreign courts 
He triumph'd over great'Arca/jus' fon x [ 
And cropt in prime the flower of all his hopes? 
By all the dzmons of revenge and hate! 
He ſhall not live a day in my deſpight. 
The ſentence paſt, I'll ſpeedily prevent, 
And death's dark realms ſhall be his baniſhment. 
© | Exit, 


1 R A G E D 


Enter PHllASTUS W 


Pil I know not---but my 12 nne ſome· 
thing 
Of diſcord with the hopes l lately formed: 
The hours have paſs'd but ſlowly, and my leert 
Is borne about in unaccuſtom'd motion, 
My mind is agitated---full of doubts, - 


' Left ſome ill fate ſhould happen to my child. 


I am not ſure miſtaken in Lyſander ? 
He will not prove a traitor to his truſt ?* - 


He cannot---ſhe is faithfully attended, 


Her menials will protect her from aſſault. 


Enter a Servant, 
Fer. Two ladies from the court 
Seek for admittance, ee of n 


They have to unfold. 


Phil. Ha! from the court! 


Heav'n guard my child! = ein them 


entrance [ Exit Servant. 
The ſight of ladies here are new * ſtrange, 


And ſtrange the buſineſs that muſt bring them 
here. * 


Enter VALEZNTIA and IAN TEE. 8 
Val. Forgive this importunity, grave Sir 


If we have by untimely indiſcretion 
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54 ALIEN PII A; | 
Preſt on your ſolttude, w&kope the cauſs | - * 


That brings us here will favour our excuſe: 
Phil. Thou art ecusd A hal —— 1 
wi the tauſe : Kun zen nic | » BY > 
Val. Thou haſt a daughter ? —— 
Phil. Ves fay; what” of her! 
Val. Fhou'ft Pronli'd her in — to 
Hur (7 
Under who's care the viſits now the dert Re 
Phil. Heart! | ceaſe your 1 throbbing! and be ſtill 
a moment | 
I have a chiſd—- at leaſt ſore Yours ago 
I had, and {ent her with Ly/ander hence 
To pay the honours of the day at court. = 
Say, haſt thou ſeen her? 
Val. Oh! how frail art thou! | 
Wert thou a waman, ſenſeleſs grown with years, 
Bereft of feeling, hearing; ſpecch and fight, 
A dying dotard, or a ſecond Ehildy 2 
Juſtice could not cktule thee ! being Shale) 


How much beneath their boaſted penetration, 


Senſe and ſuperior wiſdom haſt thou afted ? 

Had'ſt thou thy eyes, and could'ſt not ſee Lyſander 

Hadꝰſt thou thy ſenſe, and could not found his 
depth ? 

Hadſt thou thy hearing, and yet could'ſt not r hear 

His horfid deeds of villamy and vice © 

That's borne about by every breath of air! 

Had'ſt thou thy ** and could'ſt not with 
ſuch words, 


As 


, A TRAGEDY 5% 
As might ſting deep bis perjur'd treack'rous heart, 
And ſend him with remorſe and ſhame * — 


＋ 1 
ol 


But oh! how empty is this altercation 2 "1 


I cou'd not, ev'n when the villain: blaz'd -/ | 1 
With hot deſire; and ruinous aſfzumnm,, 
See thro? the veil that hid his Gurl 22200 Ki 
Why then 1 
Phil. Oh! Gods! | yan put me AAS Ack 


Conſider, maid; I'm aged and infinn 
Give me to know, my fate; but let the froke [ 
Be light, leſt I fall down and die before vou! 
Val. Thou might as es when the eber 
ftuous ſeas, 
By warring winds are lifted mguntaing highs... 
And form'd in numberleſs devouring . 
Have ſent thy daughter in a broken bark. | 
To ſeek her fortune on à diſtant ore, 
As given her to the care af falſe Lſander / 


Ld y A A V3 


_ Phil. Say that ſhe's dead! — but ſay n. he's 


| undone 1 

She oa not been diſhoneſt pet - oat jongue/ 
In vain attempts to fix-a lie upon her. 
The precepts I have laid her father's = 
Which raiſes up her ſoul, will ſooner ſheath. 
A dagger 1 in her blood, than baſely yield 
Her virtue to a fell aſſaſſin's ſtab. | 
Ha! weep'lt thou! - -» gracious gods there ben 
Be more in her thoughts than I can fathom. 


Say, what thou art, and how thou know'ſt my _ 


child ? 


T4 Val. 
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. #2. This face, ere e grief had made} it ay ang 
Wan, 
When infant comms: and roſy innocence 
Play'd in my features and adorn'd: my mien, 
Ere you forſook the city for theſe ſhades, 
This face has often bluſh'd to hear * praiſes, 
Know'ſt thou Egeon ? 
' Phil. Art thou Egeon's daughter? 

Val. I am the poor remains of what was his. 
Oh! Sir, if thou regard'ſt thy daughter's peace, 
If thou would*ſt wiſh to die as thou haſt liv'd, 

In fame, in honour and tranquility, 

Fly to the court · haſte and prevent her ruin: 

Her virtue now is in a villain's power, 35 

The {amb that by the ſhepherd has been left 

F orgot all night in the defenceleſs field, 

Is not in ſo much danger of the wolf, 

As the is now of pityleſs Ly/ander ! 
Phil. Muſt I believe thee | thou ſad meſſenger ? 
Val. Delay not Sir ---- thoy may'ſt preſerve her 
- n 

Delay not, elſe ſome ſadder meſſenger 

May bring too fatal proofs of what I ſay. 

Think, when I am gone bus ſpare ---- oh! 

ſpare my ſhame ! 

As fure thou haſt a ſympathetic EY 

Pity a wretched proof you now behold, 

That fell a Victim to his boy deſires, 

Exeunt with Tanthe, 
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PRHIILAS TuS ſolus. 


Phil. A victim! fell a victim to Lyſander? 

Oh! all ye hoſts of heav n — ef | re 
POWs 4 {3-5 
Protectors of true innocence 0 virtue, 
With outſpread wings, oh! hover o'er my child! 
And keep her from a fate fo curſt, ſo wretched ! 
I could be womaniſh and ſhed a tear 
On the misfortune of Egeon's daughter. 
Oh fool! egregious fool! to truſt a knave, 
To be deceiv'd, to be a tool for vice 
To play her gambols on, to give belief 
To the falſe muſic of a helliſh tongue : 
Oh! weakneſs much indeed beneath a man! 
Now for the court, ---- in ſafety let me bring 
My child from thence, it ne'er ſhall ſee me more. 
[ Exit, 


SCENE. à Court adjacent to the Palace. - 


Enter LYSAN DER, and two Rufianss. 


Ly/. Haſt thou &er been wr pj in doch a 
e Ps 


Fir Ruſfien 


When the ambaſſador of Corinth cam 
With terms of peace to our victorious king, 
A lady of the court his heart ſubdu'd; 


To gain her he ugd every civil art, 
But all prov'd vain: refolv'd on his deſign, 
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He found us ſecretly, and with large ſums 
Prevaild on us to bear her in the night 
On board his ſhip, where he enjoy'd the prize. 

Hy Twas nobly done! - thou naw fe * 

olive grove, 
That in che noon of day is dark with ane; ; 
Soon as ſhe paſſes from the palace porch, 
Which ſoon ſhe will intent to view the city, 
Preſent her with this paper, which imports 
Her father's knowledge of my new diſgrace, 
Demanding her immediately from hence, 
Decoy her irom the few that ſhall attend her, 
As if to ſpeak to the pretended meſſenger. 
Soon as thou haſt her wholly in thy power, 
Seize her, and to the happy deſtin'd grove 
Bring her to lacy my longing hopes. 
[ Exeunt Ruffians, 

So! I am doom'd to quit my native land ! 
To wander like a vagabond abroad l- 
Let me peruſe the order of my fate. 
« Tf after two days, by the ſtates decree, 
&® Lyſander, thou art found in theſe dominions, 
« Namely within the limits of Arcadia, 
« For crimes deſcrving of ſo high a doom 
« Thy life is forfeit. Sign'd, Arcaſius. 
'Tis well. -I go not wholly unreveng'd, 
I bear with me Egeon's boaſted fame; 
Arcaſius too, may ſuffer by the action. 
He may repent it, when he finds my ſword 
Took vengeance on his ſon, for his ſeverity. 
The joys I hope co taſte in fair Ephelia 
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fs 


win be as fircet upon a bed of flowets in ee 
O' erareb d with fragrant bows of various dye, a 
As in palace on 4 bed of down, © ; 
Canopy'd with We and hung with damaſk. 
. 


Euter P ar from Branz. 
Pal. Oh villainy unparallel'd - Dire fend 
Such was the prince of de when 1 
heavn 8 
To the abyſs below, the King of truth 
Hurld him, for falſhobd and impiety; 
His power of guilt extended not to one, 
All, all he mark'd out for his horrid aim. 
Unſatisfy'd with poor Yalentiz's ruin, 
And thoughtlefs of his crimes, this villain ſeeks 
By ſtratagem to ſpoil Philaftus' daughter, 
Thanks gracious heav*n, for this diſcovery 1 
Juſt when his luſtful hopes are rais'd up high, © 


And bordering on the minute of enjoyment, .. 


the „ will be great N 
e 


— — a. . Go coy . . 
r r 


| Emer Ect08 ſolas. 
Een. Oh that the world were on the edge of 


time 
That all things might be ſwallow'd by oblivion... 
My mind is full of Tcorpions Every one 
I meet, I fancy, helds their fingers up, 
And points me out the father of Yalentia.  _ 
Ha! ke . Tis ſhe ! Oh the audacious harlot ! 
Comes 
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Comes ſhe with Siren looks and ſoothing. voice, 
To make her ſhame fir light upon my heart, 

To melt me to forgive and to forget? 

She ſhall not.---No ! | 


"Enter VALENTIA and TANTHE. 


Val. Oh Sir! unbend that brow !_ . 
Look with compaſſion on your mournful daughter! 
Recall---Recall--- 

Lyſander's dreadful doom of baniſhment, | 
Haſte to Arcaſius - Get him inſtant freed. 
He muſt not leave his native land for me! 
For me in foreign cities bear the ſcoff 

Of lewd reproachers, and perhaps in rage 
Commit a deed his life muſt anſwer for. 

Egeon. Com'ſt thou to me to me to ſupplicate 

For one that has ſpread ruin o'er thy head? 

For one that has for ever ſtain'd that line 

From which with pride thou might'ſt have told thy 
gs, Fe 

Val. No more. --- Reproach me not. — Behold 

my breaſt !--- 
If thou haſt fortitude---drench deep thy ſteel 
In this unwholeſome blood---but ſpare Lyſander ! 
Ian. Oh! why wilt thou provoke a father's 
rage? 
Deſiſt Valentia.Plead not fe him more. 

Val. Stand off, Ianthe !—See! my breaſt is bare 

Strike home Thou ſeeſt I do not ſbrink—wy 
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Bounds for the ſtroke} and from a father's hand, 
So lightly will the dying minutes 1 1: 16-198 


I ſhall not feel one Pang at . Scifi , 2 
Egeon. Ha! | 113 2 
5 


Be firm my 'refohutica ka Yes! 3 t 
Have thy requeſt. Die]! and with thee 5 5 


The ſhame thou haſt brought down upon thy 4a 


And ſhall I add a guilt of blacker dye 8 


To the diſgrace already thrown upon me? 
Murder my child I Loh! impious and unnatural! 
Imbrue my hand in the dear blood that ſprung 
From my own veins !—Oh how my ſenſes war 
Within me | and yet ſhall that blood fo Sal; a a 


Live a remembrancer of my diſhonour?* : 


No! Die Valentia !-—(offering: to Rill der:) 9 207 

Ian. Hold! Oh hold thy hand- 
Give not the world an everlaſtinguauſe 
To bear about thy name in ſcurril mitt. 


Let not the buſy tongue of rancour ſay, : 
Egeon ſtain'd him with his daughter's blood ft 18 
Becauſe ſhe liv'd to be unfortunatſ. 4 


Val. Oh no ! they rather will applauds 7 
tice, 2! Tg; Vf 
And ſay how cloriduſly his age Fea; 3 
That ſhed at once the ſtream of his diſhonour. 
Then ſpeed thy tardy vengeanee give the blow! 
Egeon. My reaſon” Taggers, and" hs wake re- 
ſolves 9 Fast 
Are ſoften'd into nde W pics e (1! G 
| can ruſh eagerly into her arms * 
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And breathe the fondneſs oſ a father there. 
But oh! it muſt not be no more thoſe hours 
That ſmiling fled on fond endearment's wing, 
Can be renew*d ! now one continual round 
Of miſery and e is doom d for me!! 
cannot ſay farewel, tho” I perhaps / 1 
May never ſee her more oh fonune! fortune! 


pany 
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val. Stay e b Wi * 
leave me, 

Thus tortur'd on the rack of EN EY agcenahacyil i 
Shall I not know my fate? Oh! muſt he go 
For ever! muſt I never ſee him more! 
Muſt I no more be happy to behold him 
No more die hourly gaaing on his face, 
And by degrees meet death in his diſdain; 
Ah! now, perhaps, when he is borne ee 4 
Far from my hopes, unable to return, SY 
He may en and ant dy not wenge 


übe e 
Tanthe ! What a cruel Ste is this? 521 


Shall I not live and wiſh---a4nd- wiſh in r 
And die in the extremeſt miſery, 
To think he wiſh' d to ſee me e'er I yd? 
Ian. How wild! how empty that i iiniagination 9 


| Neer think a man fo harden'd in his-guilt, 


When he's abtead will paſꝭ ont thought on you: 


New beauties will attract his wandering eyes, 
Subject 
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Subject him to deceit, to ſname and danger; 

He may. indeed, when: he. is doom'd.to Ts. 
Worſe puniſhment. than now he muſt endure, i 
Reflect, and with a penitential eye 

Look back upon the ſum of his paſt deeds, 

And wiſh, but wiſh too late, he had been guiltleſs. 


Val. Ah, there, Janthe] — there, I feel a pang 


That wounds me to the ſoul he may commit, 


But I'll not live to hear it; — this is the gift, 


| The legacy my father's left me -— thus | — 


(She, tales up the dagger her father. had throws 

away, and offers. to Aab herſelf, Lu is pres 
vented by Janthe.) | | | 

Ton. Aliſt 7 me, heavy n!- — - oh raſh — b ! mad 

Palentia ! 5 e 

Wit thou in ſpite of all the certain pains. e 

Thou'rt ſure to ſuffer, thus deſtroy thy life ? 

Val. Unkind Jane! --- bat thou ſhalt not long 

Prevent me thus! - the flinty walls will pity me. 


pow 
: 70 ' 44 


They will nor ſhrink nor puſh my head away 


When [I ſhall daſh my brains into Rds face. 
The river will not tarry in its cuiſfe 
If I ſhall fling myſelf into its gulph⸗ 
And therefore how much kinder 5 _ 
Remember me to my unconſcious rival, 

Tell her I haply have preſerv d her virtue, 
And bid her wet my mem ry with a tear. ; 
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Tan. Ha ' mad and deſolate Valentia © 
While I have life thou ſhalt not die alone; 
Nor- ſhall have power to be thine own deſtroyer. 
[Exit after her. 
8 0 E N E . the Palate. ; 


Enter Ax cas Ius and Attendants. | 
© Arc. Ha! canſt thou hear no tidings of my ſon? 
Attend. None, ſov' reign Lace: 3 — oy dili- 

gence and care 

Weve ſearch'd the palace, and gui d of all 
Who likelieſt were to give intelligence. 

5 Arc, Tis certain the difeaſes of my fate 
A Have all conſpir'd to plague me on this day 
; I never knew an hour of ſolid grief „ 
From infancy till now ! --- the thoughts 
Of ſlavery fat light upon my heart . 
To what I Lk f 8 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Royal Sir, rel 190 
One call'd Philaſtus pre ſſes for's an adit: 

Arc. Admit him to our preſence. --- Ha ! Philaſtus! 

Some ſong concern muſt . him to the court. 


*. 


Enter Pnrtasrys. A a 1 
Welcome Pkg to this place of ſorrow ! * 
Phi. Good heav'n forbid ! —lay not that ſorrows 
"eye? 
Health, royal Sir; all joys attend the day. 
s This 
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Ts morn, conducted by Eraſmus” ſon, 

Youthful Lyſander, my heart's darling child, 

I ſent to pay her duty to the court: 

But hearing of his deeds by Egeon's daughter, 

I have with all the ſpeed a father could 

To ſave his child, haſten'd to her protection. 
Arc. And doſt thou think,  Philaſtus, we ſhould 

prove —— 

Ungrateful by being careleſs of her aer 4 

No; tho? thou'rt harſh, and'think'ſt ſeverely of us, 

Thy daughter's ſafety has employ'd our care? 

Haſte one of you and bring Ephelia forth. 

Phi. Forgive th* impatience of a tender father, 
Who thinks each hour in e of his —_ 
Tedious as Years. 

| "4 ÞS FJ 
Enter the hi 


Ser. E is not to be found. 
Thoſe of her chamber ſay ſhe diſappear'd 
Much at the time your ſon, Palante, did. 


Phi, Curſe on thy villain's tongue, for ſaying ſo, | 
Ha! diſappear'd ! --- and with Palante tool 
Son of the king --- diſtraction! has ſhe ſcap'd 
The talons of the kite, to fall a prey 1 * 
To the rapacious, greedy vulture's beak! | __ 4 
Where has the villain borne away my child? |  -/ 1 
Tell me ye panders | — ye abettors tell mee 
Ye that are ſecret to all horrid actions; 
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Tell me where thou haſt ſeen my child convey'd? 
What guilty place thy cruel maſter choſe 
To rifle her of all her virgin ſweets ! 

Arc. But that thou'rt old and ſplenetic, Pilatus, 
Thy falſe injurious charge upon my ſon 
Should not paſs with indulgence. --- Go; be more 
Be more of temper. 11 

Phi. How ! tamely ſubmit --- 

Be acceſſary to my child's undoing ! 

Patiently fee the darling of my el! 

The ſlave of villainous and looſe deſire! | 
No! ſooner ſhall this ſtately gorgeous tower 
Be ſeen in flames, and by Philaſtus hand?! 

Arc. Away | thou art too warm! ' 

Phi. And thou too cool. 

Thou canſt with temper ſee thy fon Seve” 

Monarchial order, and theſe very laws, 

Which by thy predeceſſors have been made, 

And by thyſelf commanded to be kept; 

Preach not to me of warmth ; hadſt thou a 
daughter, 

The comfort of thy age thy life's ſupport, 

Menken thou, when thou hadf ſent her to oy 

friend 

With gratitude, with eeufidenet and honoun, 

Be cool ant temperate, when thou didſt hear 

She had by beaſtiy hands been dragg'd away, | 

To ſate the haſt of an unnatural fon, 

The ſon of him in whom thou hadſt confided. 


I 


| Ha ! --- wouldſt thou then be ee. — then 
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Arc. Dreamer | forbear! or thou ſhalt quickly 
find | 


My temper can be blown to ſoch a blaze 


As thou ſhalt tremble to behold ! — the feeds are 


ſown, 
And if but once ſet gte to, that hoar aſpect, 


Thoſe grizly locks, thoſe furrow'd marks of time, 


Shall not protect thee from my juſt reſentment. 


Phi. Ha! juſt reſentment ! — ko thou then- 


of juſtice ? 

Where is my daughter ? thou inglorious king ! 
Stands thouunmoved, and yet dare talk of juſtice? 
Unmov'd to hear thy little-minded ſon, | 
That ſordid ſpoiler ! that infilial thief 
Has ſtol'n from thee, a treaſure not thine own, 
A jewel of ineſtimable worth! 
To feaſt his lewd luxurious appetite ! 
Curſe on his fraudful heart! — and curſe all thoſe, 
Who loudly thunder in the cauſe of juſtice, ' 
| Yet dare to trample on its ſacred rules! 

Arc. Ha! does the traitor, conſcious of our 

power, 

And in deſpight of hoſpicaliy; 
Pour forth phlegmatic oaths, and foul invectives, 

Againſt our perſon and approv'd good conduct? 
Pi. What conduct, or what hoſpitality . 
Haſt thou difplay'd to my defenceleſs child? 
Oh! I would ſooner, like that impious king, 
That reign'd in Babylon, be doom'd to live 
In defart wilds amidſt the ſavage herd, 1 
To feaſt as they do, to forget myſelf, 4 3h-A 
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1 Till ev'n my hair, ſo ſavage and ſo long, 


Should ſcreen me from the cold inclement ſky ; 
_ Till like the claws that arm the eagle's foot, 
My nails ſhould grow enormous in their ſize, 
= And fit to dig the ground for my ſubſiſtence ! 
I would much ſooner be a thing moſt wretched, - 
FD Mark'd out to bear the angry wrath of heav'n, 
KL: Than fit upon a throne, and feel, what's worſe, 
* The goadings of injuſtice ſting me home, | 
With apprehenſive doubts, and painful torture. 
But wliy waſte I the time in needleſs rage? 
Produce my daughter; or by all thoſe powers 
That war upon the ſide of truth and virtue, 
Thy name fthall be transferr'd to all the earth, 
And every tongue ſhall read it as they paſs, 
A monument of ſhame and black injuſtice !- 
"Arc. Ha! -= thou ſhalt ſooner in a dungeon rot! 
Be rack'd and tortur'd with ſuch ceaſcleſs pains 
As rotten walls, and deadly dews inflict. 
Seize on the traitor !---drag him hence to darkneſs ! 
He ſhall behold his daughter ſafe, as when 
She firſt drew breath. --- But for the foul reproach 
He has thrown on me and mine, his future portion, 
Shall be defpair, impriſonment, and chains. 
Phi. Oh! let me fee my daughter ſafe reſtor'd ! 
J care. not for the rigour of my doom 
I care not for thy dungeon nor thy dews 
_ Thy cramps, thy aches, nor thy unwholeſome 
| walls. | | 
I care not for thy chains, tho' they ſhould eat 
1 The fleſh from off my limbs; tho' they ſhould. rot 
1 | i And 
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And work their paſſage thro? my mould'ring bones, 
And in deſpight of bondage give me freedom. 
This I will bear with fortitude of ſoul, 


If thou wilt ſafely give me back my child. 
{ Exit guarded. 


ARcCasSIvUs /olus. 
Arc. Oh ! gods ! this tempeſt is not to be borne ! 

My mind is rack'd upon a thouſand wheels? * © 
My ſon can never be diſhonourable ; | 
No; I have train'd him in the road of virtue, J 
From which I think he has not deviated. , 
I never could perceive his temper prone 
To vice of any kind. On the reverſe 


His name is fix'd, unblemiſh'd, white and ſpotleſs. 


Ah! why then ſhould I in defence of that, 

Be forc'd to uſe the rigour of my power? 

Too choleric, Philaſtus / --- I mult pity, 

Tho? driven to condemn. --- Oh fortune, hear 2 
Thy ſervant breathe to thee his earneſt prayer. 
As thou o'er-ruPlt with univerſal ſway, 

Diſpel the cloud that low'rs upon to-day. 

Give me to know if I've erroneous ſtray d, 


Or left the worſhip of thy ſhrine unpaid. 


That with returning zeal I may adore, 


And never wander from, thy precepts more. 


[Exit. 
END of . the FOURTH 'ACT. 
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. 
S CEN E 4 Grove. 
Euter LY SAN DER and EPHELIA. 
LYSAWDER. 


O H ! why wilt thou with unavailing rage 
Thus harrow up thy ſoul ?---Thy boſom heaves 
Like ſeas wild driven by tempeſtuous winds. 
Thy eyes flaſh light'ning forth, as if they = 
To fix me lifeleſs at thy angry feet. 
Oh! be more mild, thou idol of my foul ! 
Let love ſucceed the boiſterous tempeſt paſt, 
And take his turn to reign. 
Eph. Inhuman robber |! 

Oh! that I had a tongue like ſome bal trumpet 
To thunder in thy ears, to deafen thee, 
To make thee ſenſeleſs, and if poſſible, 
To blunt that treach'rous organ of thy ſpeech, 
That thou mighr'ſt no more uſe it to ſubdue. | 
Poor credulous, unwary innocents. 

Laſ. Sweet railer ! Haſt thou not one grain of 

pity ? 
Muſt I a baniſh'd man, for ever go 
Unbleſs'd, unpity'd, from my native land? 
Could I, thou dear employer of my thoughts, 
Thou 
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Thou being of my ſoul, thou matchleſs fair 

Go hence without the joy of an adieu? g 
Eph. Go bid farewel to her that eres for 

thee. 

To her thou haſt made wretched.---Vile ſeducer ! 

To her thou ſhould'ſt devote thy lateſt hour, 

Fall at her feet, implore to be forgiven, 

And from the horror of unheard deſpair, 


Bring her to life, to love, and future bliſs. 
Ly/. I ſwear by yon bright orb, on azure 
field, 


Thou art the ſole poſſeſſor of my . 
Why ſhou'd Valentia weep for me, when the 
King*s ſon 
Purſues her with an honourable love? 
Eph. Becauſe ſhe loves, becauſe ſhe is undone. 
Ly. No more of her — tis frivolous and 
empty 
The preſent now's for love - for love my fair! 
Let me then preſs thee to my eager breaſt ! 
Thus drink the luſtre of thy ſtarry eyes ! i 
Infuſe the nectar of thy balmy breath, 
And lie diſſolv'd in tranſport in thy arms! 
Eph, Oh!] monſter ! — raviſher! pied 
villain! 
Where are thy ruſf ans ?—call ak to thy aid. 
Employ the power of that infernal depth, 
From whence thou cam'ſt, to force me to thy will, 
To drag me to thy brutal, ſavage arms, ; 


I. 
55 / 
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Lyf. Nay, if thou'rt clam'rous and provok'ſt 


my power, 
I'll inſtantly inforce it. —Come—unbend— 
This ſhade devoted to the Paphian queen 
Can never blab, nor tell about thy ſhame. 
Eph. My ſhame ?---deteſted---execrated fiend! 
Fl rend the welkin with inceflant cries, 
And every bough that ſhades this grove ſhall 


tremble _ | 
Ere thou compleat'ſt thy horrid, black deſign ! 


Ly}. Nay, this muſt be prevented ho! 
come forth ! | 

Eph. Oh! heav'n protect me !----guard me 
fave me 'now !---- 


Enter PALANTE, with his fword drawn. 


Pal. Oh! monſter fell barbarian turn 


* 


and ſee 
The man prepar'd to forward thy deſign ! 
Thy panders I have frighted from thy ſervice, 
And lo! I come to act in both their ſteads. 

Eph. Oh! bleſſed be the power that ſent him 

moe 

Ly/. Damnation! has my evil ſtar conſpir'd 
To daſh me in the very hour of bliſs? 
Curſe'on its influence! and may its fire 
Burn with ſtill hotter plagues, to blaſt this fool, 


Conſume his hopes, as he now fruſtrates mine. 


Pal. Retire, = tal wy yon copſe you'll find 
A faith- 
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A faithful few to guard thee, till the fates 
Determine on wha ſide the ſcale ſhall turn. 


Exit Ephelia, 


Now lurking coward! the wiſh'd for time is come 
When thou ſhalt anſwer for thy horrid deeds. 
At leaſt, I will not quit this place with life, 
Till thou ly'ſt dead and bleeding at my feet. 
Guard thou thy life, and if thy fword prevails 
O'er mine, thyſelf and all the world muſt own, 
I drew it in the cauſe of innocence, 
To fave a virgin from a villain's hand, 
A recreant! who to force her to his luſt, 
Brib'd bloody miſcreant ruffians to his aid! 
Ly. Thus far Tye given thee to unload t 
5 
Left dying, thou ſhould'ſt ſtruggle to a 
The rage thou now haſt utter d. to thy heart.—. 
Pal. No, firſt to thine! 


Euter Ex HELLA ruming. 


Dok. Diſtraction !---oh my fears 
Hide hide thoſe dreadful inſtruments of death, 
Nor wildly hazard thus your lives for me 


LYSANDER, falling... 


Ha ! lightning blaſt thy power - thy fate's the 


ſtronger. —— | 
OY. thou mayſt boaſt indeed dhe conquer d 
him 
g That 
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That bore a ſoul above the race of man. 

Oh ! vanity too late thy error's four.d ! 

Too late I find accumulated vice 

Can never paſs unpuniſh'd to the grave. 

I'm hurt----my pride is hurt to fall beneath 

The ſword of him I hated and deſpis'd ! 
Futurity! how dark thou look'ſt upon me 
Myriads of ghaſtly forms croud cn my view, 
Shaking their locks and ſtaring me ro madneſs - 
I go—the light fades on my fight--- Adieu ! 
Valentia !---wrong'd Yatentia !----oh !---farewel! 
| Dies, 
Pal. Falentia !---ha !---ſhe has his laſt farewel 
Her name hung on his dying lips, as if 
They wiſhed to keep it there for ever. 

Oh! how I pity thee in thy laſt moments ! 

Thy perſidy, the diſcord thou haſt made, | 

I could forget and bathe thy wounds with tears. 
Weep not, Eplelia? lovely meurner ceaſe. 
Forget this ſcene of horror, and rejoice 

That thou art reſcu'd, fav'd from wretchedneſs.--- 
See that the body is with care convey'd, | 
Where with his kindred he ſhall ſleep in peace. 
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S. CEN E à Priſen. 


Enter PRILASs Tus in Chains. 


Phil. Well haſt thou mighty king perform'd 
thy promiſe ! ; 
Theſe 
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T heſe RY theſe damps, an emblem of thy heart, 
Chills me with cold, and tortyres me with pain. 
My arms, unable to ſupport their weight, _ 
Hang feebly down, elſe ſhould theſe fetters clan 
With mortal force againſt my hoary bro, 

And ſhorten your defire of puniſhment. „ 
Yer ſhall I liye in torments to compleat _ 
The wiſhes of a proud unfeel ing king, 

When theſe projecting flints can end my days, 
And give me inſtant death d. -come, oh! my 


child, 
If yet thou liv't not loſt t to all the world, 


Come with thy rays of comfort and diſpel 
The ſupernumerary gloom that reigns 
With more than midnight horror in this place, 

Oh come and bleſs my eyes ere they are clos'd 
Ere they for ever ever ſhut thee out. 


29 


— . ; ? L ? : « 3 


Enter EYE L IA and PALANTE, 


Illuſion l- doth my fancy paint this form 


To mock my view ?-----or is it my Eplelia ? 
My child !---come to my artis —ha !--yer ſtand 
off.---- 


Art thou my child 400 Mendel as this morn 
When] deliver'd thee to falſe Lv/ander ? 


Say, art thou virtuous ?----art thou ſtill the ſame 5 


Eph. The ſame as when my tender mother bore 
: 2 06. 7 | 
Oh! Sir! look kindly on this guardian youth? 


He 
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He fav'd your child from wretchedneſs and 
ſhame. © 

She had been forc'd, polluted, dragg'd to ſate 

The raging luſt of an inhuman man, 5 

Had not this youth by providential power, 

Mark'd his dehgn, and ere he could compleat it, 

Surpris'd him, and for greater guilt than this, 

Wrongs ſelf- ſuſtainꝰd; the pride of all his foul 

Betray'd to miſery and endleſs ſhame, 

He dar'd him to the ſword, and juſtly. took 

A life long forfeit by abhorred guilt. 

Phil. Come to my arms thou darling cf my 

ſoul! 

Oh may'ſt thou ever ſhun the road of "as uy 

May heaven's all-ruling power be ever near, 

And guard thee ſafe when I ſhall be no more! 

Youth ! canft thou loſe in an old man's embrace, 

The groundleſs doubts, and wel >" - 

IM; 1 

Upon thy honour and thy peerleſs virtue? 

Thou haſt inſtead of a low - minded ſpoiler, 

Prov'd a protector, and a guardian friend; 

A friend to innocence my child's deliverer! 

Pal. No more -thou hadſt the feelings of a 

father, 

Let that plead your excuſe.-I did but what 

All honeſt men, that wear the cauſe of juſtice 

Stampt on their natures, would to ſave the 


virtuous. | 
Oh 
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Oh ! had I by the ſame protecting power, 
Been led to reſcue from the ſpoiler's hand 
The loſt Valentia, ere his poiſonous breath, 
Had like a mildew blaſted all her whiteneſs ! 
Lyſander ! J have laid thee low in earth,” 
To ſleep eternal if thy deeds will let thee'y gb 
I wander like a diſcontented ghoſt, 
To bear the miſery thou didft create: 

Phil. Lyſander !---oh ! miſguided hapleſs ET 
Thou'ſt met thy guilt's reward- —— 2 will not 

mourn e 

Thou ſought'ſt the ruin of my only child, 35 
And therefore juſtly art thou laid in duſt. 
Now I can bear this dungeon and -theſe chains. 
And fancy all the joys of paradiſe 
Are center'd in this — Fabke's ſmiles 
Will guild the hour and make confinement eaſy. -; 

Pal, Forgive ms end Ve theſe chains ere 

now. 

By the king's — ſhov'd bars _ diſk bind. 
Off off rude manacles I thoſe aged hands 
Can ill ſupport a load of galling iroenk· 
Theſe limbs unusꝰ d to limits, bear reſtraint! 

Phil An old man's bleſſing aye attend his ebe! 
1 wrong'd his juſtice; and I ſtain d his 3 
And does he in return to my demerits 
Releaſe me from they pains the have inflicted? 
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78 VA'LEN TIA, 


Euter ARCASIUS.. 


Arc. Yes, old Philaſtus, thou ſhalt on our hearty 
Tho' rigid on the fide of puniſhment, | 
Is not entirely loſt ro human pity. 
*T was juſtice fent thee here, to let hind know 
The name of majeſty ſhou'd.ever be | 
Held ſacred, and what pow'r ſhould wait the alt. 
Of kings when their good deeds are ng in 


queſtion. 
Be free ---- make no reply — thy ſilence will 


Expreſs thy gratitude as well as words. 


* 


Enter VALEN TIA and I AN uE. wv 
Val. 1 will have way--- no guards A inter- 
cept me— N 6 
What tho? the ming be there ? — = What tho? his 
ſon, | 
Regardleſs * my bs mould taunting tw, 
Behold'the ſword that ſhed Lyſander's blood. 
I have beheld him in the-arms of death. 
Oh! let me ſee hit executioner: - 
Ha! that is he. here let me kneel and bleſs— 3 
Bleſs that inhuman hand that ſhed the blood 
Of him I held the deareſt in the world. Y | 
Oh kill me too! ---- thy work is but half done. — 
Thou at but half a murderer. Here plunge the 
ſword Fs, 
T hat reach'd the heart of my ador'd Lyſanaer ! | 
Thou | 
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Thou can'ſt not reſt ---- I am his living half--- 
I'll plague thee too --- I'll chaſe thee up and down, 
Till my avenging hand has hurl'd a belt 
Of deadly fury on thy cruel head. 

Pal. Oh! ſad FYalentia . hy: wounded. 

mind ?---- . 

Look cheery up, and if thou * 8 1 17 1 
The ſcene of thy paſt actions --- in theſe arme 
Find a repoſe, a refuge from thy ſorroẽw. 
And with thy mae hold up my kainting hence __ 1 


> 8 


VAL E N'T.IA raving. 5 


Ha ! ---- hark? ---- Hen, — mark 0 that plea- | 
' ſing voice? | 
| It is Lyſander's. -== See he beckons me 1. 
Oh! that DON ſmile 1— W al not 
_—_ 
Forbear—firlt let the prieſt u unite our Hands. 
There needs no oath ! ---- oh my bewilder'd brain 
Where is my father !- oh! let me behold bim! 
Let me implore forgiveneſs at his feet, 
Ere death has laid his leaden hand upon me, 
Preventing the laſt wiſh'my foul can form. 
Ian. Oh! yet be comforted? thy father bon 
Will bring forgiveneſs, and forget the paſt; 
Building fond hopes upon thy future 75 8 
Val. r ſight - PE 
Behold he bleeds ! ---- oh what a gaſh is let 5 
Oh ! murderous hand that gave this fatal wound 7 
| He 


* 
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Oh! Royal Sir ! behold the 1 
Death has committed on the faireſt frame 
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He dies! - help ! ---- fave him! ſave him gra · 


cious gods! 
It will not be !----lo ! on the earth he lies. 
And now he ſinks to realms of endlefs night !--- 


Hark! hark! that voice! how diſmal ant 


how low 16 


It whiſpers ſadly in my wounded ear 


It bids me come ---- yes deareſt ſnade 
PIl follow thee—--I will not linger long---- ©. 


Thov'rt all in darkneſs---cloſe not thus your eyes, - 


Their light will lead me thro? the dreary way, 
And I ſhall find thee ſooner ! ---- now, Ianthe / 
Lay me - oh lay me gently on the ground. 
Pm weak -—- my ſpirits fail me, and my eyes 
Grow heavy — but they will revive when I . 


Have claſpt ---- oh! now [ die forgive me 
heav'n ! [ Dies. 
Pal. She's gone! -ſhe's fied fs ever from my 


13 hopes JO 


That ever nature gave to bleſs the-world ! 

And oh forgive me if I ſhed. a tear, 

My laſt ſad-office on her poor remains. | 
How pale ! how lilly-like that face that once 
Bore the fine crimſon of the lively roſe ! | 
Thoſe eyes that with their beams chear'd all around, 
Are clos d, and ſet in everlaſting night. 
Thou'rt gone where calumny can 2 never hurt thee. - 


; Let 


A TRR ( ( 


Let all the tongues of ſtander and reproach, 
Upbraid thte with thy deeds, thou art ſecure, 
And canſt nor feel the malice oftheir ſting. 
Oh ! may'lt thou find that happineſs below, 
Thy pitileſs hard fate deny'd thee here 


Arc. Oh fon ! my heart hs; with uncommon 


ſorrow | 
Egeon, tho he ſought to take her life, 
Will ſuffer worſe han death when he beholds 


His lilly blaſted in the prime of youth, 1 


No more to know the nouriſhment of ſpring. 
Oh poor ſeduc'd, undone, lamented girl! 
Eph, Wilt thou not dry 155 Nene — ae thou 
not ſtop : 
This flood of unavailing tears !---— 
Phil. Weep on— 2 
It ſhews a tender ſympathetic heart, 


Oh! what an emblem, my Ephelia, Wa: 


The thruſh that died this morning at your fret, 
Of this heart. wounding melancholy ſcene? 
Ian. Now why ſhou'd I deſire to drag about 
A life weigh'd down by more than mountain 
weight. 


This I procur'd in caſe of what has happen'd, 
[ Diſcovers a phial. 


Reſoly'd not to ſurvive this faded flower! pa 1 


PLANE running to prevent her. 


'Ha.!----raſh unthinking maid. 
7 . Jan, 
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Tan. It is too late. — 

The potent juicz already works its way, 

And to immediate death has given its power. 

I vow'd not to ſurvive my hapleſs friend. 

But ah ! how ſtrong the workings of deſpair ! 

I council'd her not to deſtroy her life, 

And now I've laid hands upon my own !--- 

Oh merciful and gracious heav*n ! forgive 

The frenzy of a ſoul by friendſhip torn ; 

Let---that procure me pardon---oh my heart 
[ Dies. 


E EON within. 


This way ſhe came----for here I mark'd her 
ſteps. [ Enters, ME 
Oh! horror! death ! now thou haſt done thy 
worſt = 
Cold, cold and breathleſs ---- oh! my faireſt 
flower! | 
Wilt thou no more unfold thy balmy leaves ? 
No mare give odours to the fragrant ſpring. 
Thy bright lamps too are faded ! not one beam 
Remains to light me onward to the grave! | 
And cou'dit thou leave me without one adieu? | , 
Thou didſt not feel the anguiſh of my ſoul, | 
Elſe thou would'ft ſure have ſtaid a little moment, 
To ſay farewel. --- Break --- break my ſtubborn 
eit! | 
Thou canſt not long ſuſtain this load of woe. 
Ia ſpite of miſery the hour is near 


That 
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That muſt relieve mehere I'll lay me down, 
Till I incorporate with my child in duſt. 
[Falls down by the body. 
Arc. Oh! miſerable man! nor crowns nor 
empires, 
Nor all the pageantry of kings Ln kingdoms, 
Tho' profer'd at thy feet, could bribe thee now 
To reliſh life. - oh force of lawleſs love 
From thee what pains miſguided mortals prove! 
The maid, that blindfold leaves the thorny Way, 
And ſeeks amidſt the open fields to ſtray, 
Where ſenſual joys and pleaſures of an hour, 
At once their virtue and their name devour. 
_ Gives up to'gratify a wilful flame, 
Their future lives to miſery and ſhame |! 


? 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


F I, N38 


EO. ors eh. 


* 
. tt ts 


* 
. 


— 


en . 
1 
y ; 5 8 
3 8 
2 of 
ö "a2 W » 
OE 2 
j F Le 
\ 5 * © 5. 
| 2.44 * 7 8 - 
5 EA 
L464 = 8 
| SD , 't © Y J 
| 42 
N 131 
| 85 OWE © 8 
ned? 28 > 8 
4:8 8258 
; A D 
| NA” 
| 8 8. 5 
Be £5 Ae 
; n | 
1 | — T Re | 
1 n N 
, P 7.22 
* 4. : | 


OC EO PIN — 


